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ADVERTISEMENT. 


HE  Work  now  offered  a  fourth  time  to  the 


JL  Public,  was  the  laft  performance  of  one 
who  often  afforded  amulement  and  inftruftion  ; 
who  poffeffed  the  talents  of  pleafing  in  a  high 
degree,  whofe  labours  were  devoted  to  advance 
the  interefts  of  Religion  and  Morality,  and  who, 
during  the  greater  part  of  his  life,  wras  efteemed, 
beloved,  and  relpefted,  by  all  to  whom  he  was 
known.  Unhappily  for  himfelf  and  his  connec¬ 
tions,  the  dilates  of  prudence  were  unattended 
to  amidft  the  fafhionable  difhpation  of  the  times. 
With  many  advantages  both  natural  and  acquir¬ 
ed,  and  with  the  moil  flattering  profpefts  before 
him,  he,  by  an  aft  of  folly,  to  give  it  no  worfe 
a  name,  plunged  himfelf  from  a  fltuation,  in 
which  he  had  every  happinefs  to  expeft,  into  a 
Hate,  which,  to  contemplate,  mult  fill  the  mind 
with  aftonifhment  and  horror.  It  was  in  fome  of 
the  mo  ft  dreadful  moments  of  his  life,  when  the 
exercife  of  every  faculty  might  be  prefumed  to  be 
fufpended,  that  the  prefent  work  was  compofed  : 


a  work 


iv  Advertifemcnt . 

a  work  which  will  be  ever  read  with  wonder,  as 
exhibiting  an  extraordinary  exertion  of  the  men¬ 
tal  powers  in  very  unpropitious  circumftances, 
and  affording,  at  the  fame  time,  a  leffon  worthy 
the  mod:  attentive  confederation  of  every  one  into 
whofe  hands  it  may  chance  to  fall.  As  the  cu- 
riofity  of  the  World  will  naturally  follow  the 
perfon  whofe  folitude  and  confinement  produced 
the  inftru£hon  to  be  derived  from  this  perform¬ 
ance,  a  fhort  Account  of  the  Author,  with  a 
lift  of  his  Writings,  is  now  added.  To  enlarge 
on  the  merit  of  this  Poem  will  be  unneceflary. 
The  feelings  of  every  reader  will  eftimate  and 
proportion  its  value.  That  it  contains  an  awful 
admonition  to  the  gay  and  diftipated,  will  be 
readily  acknowledged  by  every  refle&ing  mind, 
efpecially  when  it  is  confidered  as  the  bitter  fruit 
of  thofe  fafhionable  indulgences  which  brought 
dif grace  and  death  upon  its  unhappy  author,  in 
fpite  of  learning  and  genius,  accomplifhinents 
the  moft  captivating,  and  fervices  the  moft  im¬ 
portant  to  mankind. 
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‘The  a  u  r  ho  r. 


ILL  I  AM  DODD  was  tlie  elclefl  fon 
of  a  clergyman,  of  the  fame  names,  who 
held  the  vicarage  of  Bourne,  in  the  county  of 
Lincoln,  where  he  died  the  8th  day  of  Auguit 

1756?  age  of  54  years.  His  wife  departed 

« 

this  life  on  the  21ft  of  the  preceding  May. 
Their  fon  was  born  at  Bourne  on  the  29th  day 
of  May  1729,  and,  after  finifhing  his  fchool- 
oducation,  was  admitted  a  Sizar  of  Clare-HalL 


He  fpeaks  of  himfelf  as  defcended  from  Sir  Thomas 
Overbury, 


£ 


Cambridge^ 
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Cambridge,  in  the  year  1745,  'under  the  tuition 
of  Mr.  John  Courtail,  hnce  Archdeacon  of 
Le  wes.  At  the  univeriity  he  acquired  the  notice 
of  his  fuperiors  by  a  clofc  application  to  his 
ftudies ;  and  in  the  year  1749-50,  took  his  fir  ft 
degree  of  Bachelor  of  Arts  with  conhderable  re- 

o 

putation,  his  name  being  in  the  lift  of  wranglers 
on  that  occafion.  It  was  not,  however,  only  in 
his  academical  purfuits  that  he  was  emulous  of 
diftin&ion.  Having  a  pleafmg  form,  a  genteel 
addrefs,  and  a  lively  imagination,  he  was  equally 
celebrated  for  accomplifhments  which  feklom  ac¬ 
company  a  life  of  learned  retirement.  I11  parti¬ 
cular,  he  was  fond  of  the  elegancies  of  drefs,  and 
became,  as  he  ludicroufly  expreffed  it,  a  zealous 
votary  of  the  God  of  Dancing,  to  whole  fervice 
he  dedicated  much  of  that  time  and  attention 
which  he  could  borrow  from  his  more  important 
avocations. 

The  talents  which  he  poffeffed  he  very  early 

difplayed  to  the  public  \  and  by  the  time  he  had 

?  \  attained 
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attained  the  nge  of  eighteen  years,  prompted  by 
the  defire  of  fame,  and  perhaps  to  increafe  his 
income,  commenced  author;  in  which  character 
lie  began  to  obtain  fome  degree  of  reputation. 
At  this  period  of  his  life,  young,  thoughtlefs* 
Volatile,  and  unexperienced,  he  precipitately  quit¬ 
ted  the  univerfity,  and  relying  entirely  on  Ins  pen, 
removed  to  the  metropolis,  where  he  entered 

X 

largely  into  the  gaieties  of  the  town,  was  a  con- 
ftant  frequenter  of  all  places  of  public  diverfion, 
and  followed  every  fpecies  of  amufement  with 

.  % 

tue  moR  dangerous  avidity.  Xn  this  courfe, 
however,  he  did  not  continue  long.  To  the 
furprife  of  his  friends,  who  leaf;  fufpefted  him 
of  talcing  iuch  a  Rep;  without  fortune,  with 
few  friends,  and  deftitute  of  all  means  of  fun- 
porting  a  family, "he  haRily  united  himfelf  on 
the  15th  of  April,  1751,  in  marriage  with  Mifs 
Mary  Perkins,  daughter  of  one  of  the  domef- 
tics  of  Sir  John  Dolben,  a  young  lady  then  re¬ 
ading  in  Frith-Street,  Soho,  who,  though  largely 
endowed  with  perfonal  attraftions,  was  certainly 
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deficient  in  thofe  of  birth  and  fortune.  To  a 
perfon  circumflanced  as  Mr.  Dodd  then  was,  no 
meafure  could  be  more  imprudent,  or  apparently 
more  ruinous  and  defcrudlive  of  his  future  prof- 
pe£ls  in  life.  He  did  not,  however,  feem  to  view 
it  in  that  light,  but,  with  a  degree  of  thought- 
leffnefs  natural  to  him,  immediately  took  and 
furnillied  a  houfe  in  Wardour-Street.  Thus 
dancing  on  the  brink  of  a  precipice,  and  carelefs 
of  to-morrow,  his  friends  began  to  be  alarmed  at 
his  iituation.  His  father  came  to  town  in  great 
diflrefs  upon  the  occafion  ;  and  by  parental  in- 
jun&ion  he  quitted  his  houfe  before  winter.  By 
the  lame  advice  he  probably  was  induced  to  adopt 
a  new  plan  for  his  future  fubiiftence.  On  the 
19th  of  Odlober,  in  that  year,  he  was  ordained  a 
Deacon  by  the  Bifhop  of  Ely,  at  Caius  College, 
Cambridge;  and,  with  more  prudence  than  he 
had  ever  fhewn  before,  devoted  himfelf  with  great 
affiduity  to  the  ftudy  and  duties  of  his  profeliion. 
In  thefe  purfuits  he  appeared  fo  fincere,  that  he 
even  renounced  all  attention  to  his  favourite  ob¬ 
jects* 


/ 
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j  e  ct  s,  Polite  Letters.  At  tlie  end  oflns  Preface 
to  the  Beauties  of  Shakfpeare,  publifhed  in  this  year, 
he  lays,  u  1  or  my  own  part,  better  anc!  more  im- 
tf£  portant  things  henceforth  demand  my  atten- 
“  tion;  and  I  here  with  no  fmall  pleafurc  take 
u  leave  of  Shakfpeare  and’  the  Critics  :  as  this 
“  work  was  begun  and  finifhed  before  1  entered 
“  upon  the  facred  function,  in  which  I  am  now 
t(  happily  employed,  let  me  trull,  this  juvenile 
16  performance  will  prove  no  objection,  lince 
graver,  and  fome  very  eminent  members  of  the 
church  have  thought  it  no  improper  employ  to 
“  comment,  explain,  and  publilli  the  works  of 
their  own  country  poets.” 

The  firft  fervice  in  which  he  wras  enraged  as 

o  o 

a  Clergyman,  was  to  aflifl  the  Reverend  Mr, 
Wyatt,  Vicar  of  Well  Ham,  as  his  Curate  :  thi¬ 
ther  he  removed,  and  there  he  fpent  the  happieft 
and  more  honourable  moments  of  his  life.  His 
behaviour  was  proper,  decent,  and  exemplary. 
It  acquired  him  the  refpe£t,  and  fecured  him  the 
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favour  or  his  parifnioners  fo  far,  that,  on  the 
death  of  their  Le£lurer  in  1752,  he  was  chofen 
to  lucceed  him.  His  abilities  had  at  this  time 
every  opportunity  of  being  fhewn  to  advantage; 
and  his  exertions  were  fo  properly  directed,  that 
he  icon  became  a  favourite  and  popular  preacher. 
rl  hole  who  remember  him  at  this  period,  will 
bear  teflimony  to  the  indefatigable  zeal  which  he 
exerted  in  his  miniftry,  and  the  fuccefs  which 
crowned  his  efforts.  The  follies  of  his  youth 
feemed  entirely  extinguifhed,  his  friends  viewed 
his  conduct  with  the  utmofl  fatisfa&ion,  and  the 
world  promifed  itfelf  an  example  to  hold  out  for 
the  imitation  of  his  brethren. 

At  this  early  feafon  of  his  life  he  entertained 
favourable  fentiments  of  the  do&rine  of  Mr, 
Hutchinfcn  ;  and  was  fufpcdled  to  incline  to¬ 
wards  the  opinions  of  the  Methodifls.  A  more 
mature  age,  however,  induced  him  to  renounce 
the  one,  and  to  difclaim  the  other.  In  1 7  S 2 
was  appointed  Lecturer  of  St,  James,  Garlick- 

HilU 
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Hill,  which  two  years  afterwards  he  exchanged 
for  the  fame  poft  at  St.  Qlave,  Hart  -  Street, 
/.bout  the  fame  time  he  was  appointed  to  preach 
Lady  Moyer’s  Le&ures  at  St.  Paul’s  ;  where, 
from  1'he  Vi/it  of  the  'Three  Angels  to  Abraham , 
and  other  iimilar  pa  11  ages  from  the  Old  Tefta- 
ment,  he  endeavoured  to  prove  the  commonly- 
received  Doftrine  of  the  Trinity.  On  the  efta- 
blifhment  of  the  Magdalen  Houfe,  1758,  he  was 
amongfl  the  fir  ft  and  moil  aftive  promoters  of 
that  charitable  inilitution;  which  received  great 
advantage  from  his  zeal  for  its  profperity,  and, 
even  to  the  conclufion  of  his  life,  continued  to 
be  materially  benefltted  by  his  labours. 

From  the  time  Mr.  Dodd  entered  into  the 

*»  ‘ 

Service  of  the  Church,  he  refided  at  Weft  Flam, 
and  made  up  the  deficiences  of  his  income  by  fu- 
perintending  the  education  of  lome  young  gen¬ 
tlemen  who  were  placed  under  his  care.  In  1 7S9 
he  took  his  degree  of  Mailer  of  Arts.  In  the 
year  1763  he  was  appointed  Chaplain  in  Ordi- 

£  4  nary 
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nary  to  the  King,  and  about  the  fame  time  be¬ 
came  known  to  Dr.  Squire,  Bifhcp  of  St.  David’s., 
who  received  him  into  his  patronage,  prefented 
him  to  the  Prebend  of  Brecon,  and  recommended 
him  to  the  Earl  of  Chefterfield,  as  a  proper  per- 
f°n  to  be  entruflecl  with  the  tuition  of  his  fuc- 
cdior  in  the  title.  The  next  year  faw  him  Chap¬ 
lain  to  his  Majefty.  In  1766  he  took  the  degree 
oi  Dodor  of  Laws  at  Cambridge,  He  had  fome 
expectations  of  fucceeding  to  the  Redory  of 
Well  Ham ;  but,  having  been  twice  difappointed, 
he  relignecl  his  ledurefhips  both  there  and  in  the 
city,  and  quitted  the  place  :  iC  a  place  (fays  he  to 
Lord  Chefterfield)  u  ever  dear  and  ever  regretted 
u  by  me,  the  lots  of  which,  truly  afFeding  to  my 
“  mind  (for  there  I  was  ufeful,  and  there  1  trull 
<c  i  was  loved)  nothing  hut  your  Lorddiip’s 
“  friendfhip  and  connedion  fhould  have  counter- 
<l  balanced  From  a  palfage  in  his  Thoughts  in 

See  Dedication  to  a  Sermon,  entitled,  u  Popery  incon- 
“  fiftent  with  the  Natural  Rights  of  Men  in  general,  and 
“  Kngljihmen  in  particular.”  8vo;  1768. 

Prifin, 
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Prifon ,  it  may  be  inferred,  that  lie  was  compelled 
to  quit  this  his  favourite  refidence  : — a  circum- 
ftance  which  he  pathetically  laments,  and  proba¬ 
bly  with  great  reafon,  as  the  firft  ftep  to  that 
change  in  his  iituation  which  led  him  infenftbly 
to  his  la  ft  fatal  cataftrophe. 

On  his  leaving  Weft  Ham  he  removed  to  a 
houfe  in  Southampton  Row,  and  at  the  fame 
time  launched  out  into  fcenes  of  expence,  which 
his  income,  by  this  time  not  a  fmall  one,  was 
unequal  to  fupport.  He  provided  himfelf  with  a 
country-houfe  at  Ealing,  and  exchanged  his 
chariot  for  a  coach,  in  order  to  accommodate  his 
pupils,  who,  beftdes  his  noble  charge,  were  in 
general  perfons  of  family  and  fortune.  About 
the  fame  time  it  was  his  misfortune  to  obtain  a 
prize  of  ioool.  in  the  ftate-lottery.  Elated  with 
this  fuccefs,  he  engaged  with  a  builder  in  a  plan 
to  ere£t  a  chapel  near  the  palace  of  the  Queen, 
from  whom  it  took  its  name.  He  entered  alfo 
into  a  like  partnerfhip  at  Charlotte  Chapel, 

B  5  Bloom  f- 
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Bloomfbury  ;  and  both  thefe  fchemes  were  for 
fome  time  very  beneficial  to  him,  though  much 
inferior  to  his  then  expenfive  habits  of  living. 
His  expectations  from  the  former  of  thefe  under¬ 
takings  were  extremely  fanguine.  It  is  reported 
that  in  fitting  up  his  chapel  near  the  palace,  he 
flattered  himfelf  with  the  hopes  of  having  fome 
young  royal  auditors ;  and  in  that  expectation  af- 
iigned  a  particular  pew  or  gallery  for  the  heir  ap¬ 
parent,  But  in  this,  as  in  many  other  of  his 
views,  he  was  difappointed. 

In  the  year  1772  he  obtained  the  reCtory  of 
Hockliffe,  in  Bed  ford  [hire  ;  the  firft  cure  of  fouls 
he  ever  had.  With  this  alfo  he  held  the  vicarage 
of  dial  grove;  and  the  two  were  foon  after  con- 
folidated.  An  accident  happened  about  this  time, 
from  which  he  narrowly  efcaped  with  his  life. 
Returning  from  his  living,  he  was  flopt  near 
Pancras  by  a  highwayman,  who  difcharged  a 
piftol  into  the  carriage,  which  happily,  as  it 
was  then  thought,  only  broke  the  glafs*  For 

this 
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th  is  faft  the  delinquent  was  tried,  and,  on  Dr. 
Dodd’s  evidence,  convidfed  and  hanged.  Early 
in  the  next  year  Lord  Chefteriield  died,  and  was 
fucceeded  by  our  author’s  pupil,  who  appointed 
his  preceptor  his  chaplain. 

At  this  period  Dr.  Dodd  appears  to  have  been 
in  the  zenith  of  his  popularity  and  reputation. 
Beloved  and  refpedled  by  all  orders  of  people, 
he  would  have  reached,  in  all  probability,  the 
fituation  which  was  the  objedl  of  his  wifhes,  had 
he  pofleiTed  patience  enough  to  have  waited  for 
it,  and  prudence  fufficient  to  keep  himfelf  out 
of  difficulties  which  might  prove  fatal  to  his  inte¬ 
grity.  But  the  habits  of  diffipation  and  expence 
had  acquired  too  much  influence  over  him. 
He  had  by  their  means  involved  himfelf  in  conr 
fiaeraole  debts.  I  o  extricate  himfelf  from  them, 
he  was  tempted  to  an  adl  which  entirely  cut  off 
every  hope  which  he  could  entertain  of  riling  in 
his  profelfion,  and  totally  ruined  him  in  the  opi¬ 
nion  of  the  world.  On  the  tranllation  of  Bifhop 
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Mofs,  in  Feb.  1774,  to  the  fee  of  Bath  and  Wells, 
the  valuable  re&ory  of  St.  George,  Hanover- 
fquare,  fell  to  the  difpofal  of  the  Crown,  by 
virtue  of  the  King’s  prerogative.  Whether,  from 
the  fuggeftion  of  his  own  mind,  or  from  the 
perfuafion  of  fome  friend,  is  uncertain  ;  but  on 
this  occafion  he  took  a  ftep  of  all  others  the  mofl 
wild  and  extravagant,  and  leafc  likely  to  be  atten¬ 
ded  with  fuccefs.  He  caufed  an  anonymous  letter 
to  be  fent  to  Lady  Apfley,  offering  the  fum  of 
3000k  if  by  her  means  he  could  be  prefented  to 
the  living.  The  letter  was  immediately  commu¬ 
nicated  to  the  Chancellor,  —  and,  after  being 
traced  to  the  fender,  was  laid  before  hisMajefty. 
The  inlult  offered  to  fo  high  an  officer  by  the 
propofal,  was  followed  by  inftant  punifhment. 
Dr.  Dodd’s  name  was  ordered  to  be  ft  ruck  out  of 
the  lift  of  chaplains.  The  prefs  teemed  with  fa- 
tire  and  inveftive;  he  was  abufed  and  ridiculed 
in  th.e  papers  of  the  day  ;  and  to  crown  the  whole, 
the  tranfaccion  became  a  fubjedl  of  entertain¬ 


ment 
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ment  in  one  of  Mr.  Foote’s  pieces  at  the  Hay- 
Market. 

As  no  explanation  could  juftify  fo  abfurd  a 
meafure,  fo  no  apology  could  palliate  it.  An 
ev alive  letter  in  the  newfpapers,  promiling  ajuf- 
tification  at  a  future  day,  was  treated  with  uni- 
verfal  contempt.  Stung  with  remorfe,  and  feel¬ 
ingly  alive  to  the  di (grace  he  had  brought  on 
himfelf,  he  haftily  quitted  the  place  where  ne- 
glecV  and  infult  attended  him,  and  went  to  Geneva 
to  his  pupil,  who  prefented  him  to  the  living  of 
Winge,  in  Buckingham  fin  ire,  which  he  held 
with  Hockliffe,  by  virtue  of  a  difpenfation. 
Though  incumbered  with  debts,  he  might  Hill 
have  retrieved  his  circumflances,  if  not  his 
chara&er,  had  he  attended  to  the  leffons  of  pru¬ 
dence;  but  his  extravagance  continued  undimi- 

nifhed,  and  drove  him  to  fchemes  which  over¬ 
whelmed  him  with  additional  infamy.  He  de- 
feended  fo  low  as  to  become  the  editor  of  a  newf 
paper ,  and  is  faid  to  have  attempted  to  difeno-aae 

him- 
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himfelf  from  his  debts  by  a  commiflion  of  bank¬ 
ruptcy  :  in  which  he  failed.  From  this  period 
every  ftep  led  to  complete  his  ruin.  In  the  fummer 
of  1776  he  went  to  F ranee,  and,  with  little  regard 
to  decency,  paraded  it  in  a  phaeton  at  the  races 
on  the  Plains  of  Sablons,  dreffed  in  all  the  fop¬ 
pery  of  the  kingdom  in  which  he  then  refided. 
He  returned  to  England  about  the  beginning  of 
winter,  and  continued  to  exercife  the  duties  of 
his  fun&ion,  particularly  at  the  Magdalen 
Chapel,  where  he  hill  was  heard  with  approba¬ 
tion,  and  where  his  lad:  ferinon  was  preached 
February  2,  1777,  two  days  only  before  he 

fio-ned  the  fatal  inftrument  which  brought  him  to 

o 

an  ignominious  end. 

O 

Preffed  at  length  by  creditors,,  whofe  impor¬ 
tunities  he  was  unable  longer  to  (both,  he  fell 
upon  an  expedient,  from  the  confequences  of 
which  he  could  not  eicape*  lie  forged  a  bond, 
from  his  pupil  Lord  Chefterfield,  for  the  fum  of 
4200I.  and  upon  the  credit  of  it  obtained  a  con- 

liderable 
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fid er able  fum  of  money,  Detc&ion  of  the  fraud 
almoft  immediately  followed.  He  was  taken  be¬ 
fore  a  magiftrate,  and  committed  to  prifon.  At 
the  feifions  held  at  the  Old  Bailey,  Feb.  24,  his 
trial  commenced  ;  and  the  commillion  of  the  of¬ 
fence  being  clearly  proved,  he  was  pronounced 
guilty ;  but  the  fentence  was  poflponed  until 
the  fentiments  of  the  Judges  could  be  taken  re- 
fpedling  the  admiffibility  of  an  evidence,  whofe 
teilimony  had  been  made  ufe  of  to  convici 
him. 

This  accident  fufpended  his  fate  until  the  en« 
fuing  feflion.  In  the  mean  time,  the  doubt  which 
had  been  fuggefted  as  to  the  validity  of  the  evi¬ 
dence,  was  removed,  by  the  unanimous  opinion 
of  the  Judges,  that  the  teilimony  of  the  perfon 
objected  to  had  been  properly  and  legally  re¬ 
ceived.  This  information  was  communicated  to 
the  criminal  on  the  12th  of  May;  and  on  the 
26th  of  the  fame  month  he  was  brought  to  the 
bar  to  receive  his  fentence.  Being  a  iked  what 
i&ii  '  he 
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he  had  to  allege  why  It  fhould  not  be  pronounced 

/ 

upon  him,  he  add  relied  the  court  in  the  follow¬ 
ing  animated  and  pathetic  fpeech  in  the  com- 
pofition  of  which  he  is  laid  to  have  been  mate¬ 
rially  aflifted  by  a  very  eminent  writer  : 

6(  My  Lord, 

I  N  ow  ftand  before  you  a  dreadful  exam¬ 
ple  of  human  infirmity.  I  entered  upon  public 
life  with  the  expe&ations  common  to  young  men 
whole  education  has  been  liberal,  and  whole  abi¬ 
lities  have  been  flattered  ;  and,  when  1  became 
a  clergyman,  confldered  myfelf  as  not  impairing 
the  dignity  of  the  order.  I  was  not  an  idle,  nor, 
I  hope,  an  ufelefs  minifter.  I  taught  the  truths 
of  Chriftianity  with  the  zeal  of  convi&ion  and 
the  authority  of  innocence.  My  labours  were 
approved,  my  pulpit  became  popular;  and  I 
have  reafon  to  believe,  that  of  thole  who  heard 
me,  fome  have  been  preferved  from  fin,  and  fome 
have  been  reclaimed.  Condelcend,  my  Lord,  to 
think, if  thefe  confiderations  aggravate  my  crime, 

.  how 


ic  Being  diftinguifhed  and  elated  by  the  confi¬ 
dence  of  mankind,  1  had  too  much  confidence  in 
myfelf ;  and  thinking  my  integrity  what  others 
thought  it,  eftablifhed  in  fincerity,  and  fortified 
by  religion,  I  did  not  confder  the  danger  of 
vanity,  nor  fufpedl  the  deceitfulnefs  of  my  own 
heart.  The  day  cf  conflict  came,  in  which 
temptation  furprifed  and  overwhelmed  me.  I 
committed  the  crime,  which  1  entreat  your  Lord- 
fhip  to  believe  that  my  confcience  hourly  repre¬ 
fen  ts  to  me  in  its  full  bulk  of  mifchief  and  ma¬ 
lignity.  Many  have  been  overpowered  by 
temptation,  who  are  now  among  the  penitent  in 
heaven. 

Ci  To  an  a£l  now  waiting  the  deciiion  of  vin¬ 
dicative  juft  ice,  I  will  not  prefume  to  oppofe  the 
counterbalance  of  almoft  thirty  years  (a  great 
part  of  the  life  of  man)  paffed  in  exciting  and  ex- 

ercifing 
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ercifing  charity  ;  in  relieving  fuch  diftreffes  as  I 
now  feel,  in  aaminif  ering  thole  confolations 
which  I  now  want.  I  will  not  otherwife  excenu- 
ate  my  offence,  than  by  declaring,  what  many 
circumflances  make  probable,  that  I  did  not  in¬ 
tend  to  be  finally  fraudulent.  Nor  will  it  be¬ 
come  me  to  apportion  my  punifhment,  by  al- 
leging  that  my  lufferings  have  been  not  much 
lefs  than  my  guilt.  I  have  fallen  from  reputation, 
which  ought  to  have  made  me  cautious;  and 
from  a  fortune,  which  ought  to  have  given  me 
content;  I  am  funk  at  once  into  poverty  and 
fcorn ;  my  name  and  my  crime  fill  the  ballads  in 
the  ftreet,  the  fport  of  the  thoughtlefs,  and  the 
triumph  of  the  wicked. 

ci  It  may  feem  ftrange,  remembering  what  I  have 
lately  been,  that  1  fhould  ft  ill  wifh  to  continue 
what  I  am  : —  but  contempt  of  death,  how  fpeci- 
oufly  foever  it  might  mingle  with  Heathen  vir¬ 
tues,  has  nothing  luitable  to  Chriftian  penitence. 
Many  motives  impel  me  to  beg  earneftly  for  life. 
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I  feel  the  natural  horror  of  a  violent  death,  and 
the  univerfal  dread  of  untimely  diffolution.  I 
am  deiirous  of  recompenfing  the  injury  I  have 
done  to  the  clergy,  to  the  world,  and  to  religion, 
and  to  e trace  the  fcandal  of  my  crime  by  the  ex¬ 
ample  of  my  repentance.  But,  above  all,  I  willi 
to  die  with  thoughts  more  compofed,  and  calmer 
preparation.  The  gloom  of  a  prifon,  the  anxiety 
of  a  trial,  and  the  inevitable  viciflitudes  of  paf- 
fion,  leave  the  mind  little  difpofed  to  the  holy 
exerciles  of  prayer  and  felf-examination.  Let 
not  a  little  time  be  denied  me,  in  which  I  may, 
by  meditation  and  contrition,  be  prepared  to 
Land  at  the  tribunal  of  Omnipotence,  and  fup- 
port  the  prefence  of  that  Judge  who  fhall  dihri- 
bute  to  all  according  to  their  works  ;  who  will 
receive  to  pardon  the  repenting  linner,  and 
from  whom  the  merciful  fhall  obtain  mercy. 

Ci  For  thefe  reafons,  amidft  fhame  and  mifcry, 
I  yet  wifh  to  live  ;  and  moll  humbly  intreat,  that 

I  may 


to 
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I  may  be  recommended  by  your  Lordfhip  to  the 
clemency  of  his  Majeflyd5 

From  this  time  the  friends  of  Dr,  Dodd  were 
afliduoufly.  employed  in  endeavouring  to  fave 
his  life.  Belides  the  petitions  cf  many  individu¬ 
als,  the  members  of  the  feveral  charities  which 
had  been  benefited  by  him,  joined  in  applications 
to  the  throne  for  mercy;  the  City  of  London 
likewife,  in  its  corporate  capacity,  folicited  a  re- 
million  of  the  punifhment,  in  confideration  of  the 
advantages  which  the  public  had  derived  from 
his  various  and  laudable  exertions.  The  petitions 
were  fuppofed  to  be  ligned  by  near  thirty  thou- 
fand  perfons.  They  were  however  of  no  avail. 
On  the  15th  of  June  the  Privy  Council  a  trem¬ 
bled,  and  deliberated  on  the  cafes  of  the  feveral 
prifoners  then  under  condemnation  ;  and  in  the 
end  a  warrant  was  ordered  to  be  made  out  for  the 
execution  of  Dr.  Dodd,  with  two  others  (one  or 
whom  was  afterwards  reprieved)  on  the  27th  of 
the  fame  month. 

Having 


21 


of  the  Author . 

Having  been  flattered  with  hopes  of  a  pardon 
lie  appeared  to  be  much  fhockcd  at  the  intima¬ 
tion  of  his  approaching  deftiny  ;  but  refumed  in 
a  fhort  time  a  degree  of  fortitude,  fuflicient  to 
enable  him  to  pafs  through  the  laft  fcene  of  his 
life  with  firmnefs  and  decency.  On  the  26th  he 
took  leave  of  his  wife  and  fome  friends,  after  which 
he  declared  himfelf  ready  to  atone  for  the  offence 
he  had  given  to  the  world.  His  deportment  was 
meek,  humble,  and  devout,  exprfeflive  of  reflgn- 
ation  and  contrition,  and  calculated  to  infpire 
fentiments  of  refpeft  for  his  perfon,  and  concern 
for  his  unhappy  fate, 

CDf  hiS  behaviour  at  this  awful  jundlure,  a  par¬ 
ticular  account  was^given  by  Mr.  ViUette,  Or¬ 
dinary  of  Newgate,  in  the  following  terms : 

“  On  the  morning  of  his  death  I  went  to  him 

with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Dobey,  Chaplain  of  the 
**  Magdalen,  whom  he  had  defired  to  attend  him 
“  to  the  place  of  execution.  He  appeared  com- 

“  pofed ; 
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“  pofed  ;  and  when  I  afked  him  how  he  had  been 
fupported,  he  faid  he  had  had  lome  comforta- 
«  ble  deep,  by  which  he  fhould  be  the  better  en- 
4S  abled  to  perform  his  duty. 


As  we  went  from  his  room  in  our  way  to  tne 
chapel,  we  were  joined  by  his  friend,  who  had 
<c  {pent  the  foregoing  evening  with  him,  and  alio 
«  by  another  clergyman.  When  we  were  in  the 
a  veftrj  adjoining  to  the  chapel,  he  exhorted  his 
fellow-fufferer,  who  had  attempted  to  deftroy 
«  himfelf,  .but  had  been  prevented  by  the  vigi- 
u  lance  of  the  keeper.  He  fpoke  to  him  with 
o-reat  tendernefs  and  emotion  of  heart,  entreat- 
<c  ing  him  to  conlider  that  he  had  but  a  mert 
«  time  to  live,  and  that  it  was  highly  neceffary 
<<  that  he  as  well  as  himfelf,  made  good  uie  of 
61  their  time,  implored  pardon  of  God  under  a 
u  deep  fenfe  of  lin,  and  looked  to  that  Lord  by 
cc  whofe  merits  alone  tinners  could  be  faved.  He 
«  defired  me  to  call  in  the  other  gentleman,  who 
a  likewife  affiiled  him  to  move  the  heart  01  the 
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poor  youth  :  but  the  Do  tor’s  words  were  the 
“  moft  pathetic  and  effectual.  He  lifted  up  his 
“  hands,  and  cried  out,  O  Lord  Jefus,  have 
mercy  on  us,  and  give,  O  give  unto  him,  my 
“  fel low-fi nner,  that  as  we  Puffer  together,  we 
Ci  may  go  together  to  heaven  !’  His  converfation 
“to  this  poor- youth  was  fo  movin.o-  that  tears 
“  flowed  from  the  eyes  of  all  prefeat. 

“  When  we  went  into  the  chapel  to  praver 
“  and  the  holy  communion,  true  contrition  and 
(i  warmth  of  devotion  appeared  evident  in  him 
“throughout  the  whole  fervice.  —  After  it 
“  was  ended,  he  again  addreffed  himfelf  to 
“  Harris  in  the  mofl  moving  and  perfu alive 
“  manner,  and  not  without  efFeCt  :  for  he  de- 
6i  dared  that  he  was  glad  he  had  not  made  away 
C(  with  himfelf,  and  faid  he  was  ealier,  and  hoped 
“  he  fhould  now  go  to  heaven.  The  DoCtor  told 
him  how Chrift had  luffered  for  them;  and  that 
“  he  himfelf  was  a  greater  linner  than  he,  as  he 
had  finned  more  againlt  light  and  conviction, 

“  and 
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“  and  therefore  his  guilt  was  greater ;  and  that, 
“  as  he  was  confident  that  mercy  was  fhewn  to 
«  his  foul,  fo  he  fhould  look  to  Chrift,  and  truft 
“  in  his  merits. 

€C  He  prayed  God  to  blefs  his  friends  who  were 
“  prefent  with  him,  and  to  give  his  blefling  to  all 
“  his  brethren  the  clergy  ;  that  he  would  pour 
«  out  his  Spirit  upon  them,  and  make  them  true 
«  minifters  of  Jefus  Chrift,  and  that  they  might 
6C  follow  the  divine  precepts  of  their  heavenly 
«  Mafter.  Turning  to  one  who  flood  near  him, 
€C  he  ftretched  out  his  hand,  and  faid,  hsoa , 
a  my  dear  friend,  fpeculation  is  at  an  end  i  ail 
cc  muft  be  real!  what  poor  ignorant  beings  we 
«  are  !  He  prayed  for  the  Magdalens,  and  wifhed 
they  were  there,  to  ftng  for  him  the  23d 
“  Pfalm. 

cc  After  he  had  waited  fome  time  for  the  of- 

«  fleers,  he  afked  what  o’clock  it  was ;  and  being 

“told  that  it  was  half  an  hour  after  eight,  he 

“  faid, 
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Ci  faid,  4  I  wifh  they  were  ready,  for  I  long  to 
be  gone.’  He  requeued  of  his  friends,  who 
were  in  tears  about  him,  to  pray  for  hunt  to 

u  which  he  was  anfwered  by  two  of  them _ _ 

“  We  pray  more  than  language  can  utter.  He 
u  replied,  ‘  I  believe  it.’ 

“  At  length  he  was  fummoned  to  go  down 
u  into  a  part  of  the  yard  which  is  inclofed  from 
the  reft  or  tire  gaol,  where  the  two  unhappy 
convi&s  and  the  friends  of  the  Dodlor  were 
u  alone.  On  his  feeing  two  prifoners  looking 
out  of  the  windows,  he  went  to  them  and  ex- 
w  ho r ted  them  fo  pathetically,  that  they  both 
“  wept  abundantly.  He  faid  once,  ‘  I  am  now 
a  fpe&acle  to  men,  and  (hall  foon  be  a  fpefta- 
u  cle  to  angels.’ 

€t  juft  before  the  fheriff’s  officers  came  with 
tire  halters,  one  who  was  walking  with  him 
u  ^d  him  that  there  was  yet  a  little  folemnity 
“  he  muft  pafs  through  before  he  went  out.  He 

C  a  Iked, 


« 
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“  afked,  c  What  is  that?’  u  You  will  be  bound.” 

* 

u  He  looked  up,  and  laid,  4  Yeti  am  free;  my 
44  freedom  is  there/  pointing  upwards.* — He  bore 
44  it  with  Chriflian  patience,  and  beyond  what 
44  might  have  been  expefted ;  and  when  the  men 
Ci  offered  to  excufe  tying  his  hands,  he  de fired 
44  them  to  do  their  duty,  and  thanked,  them  for 
44  their  kindnefs*'.  After  he  was  bound,  I  offered 

I 

44  to  aflifl  him  with  my  arm  in  conducing  him 
u  through  the  yard,  where  feveral  people  were 
44  affembled  to  fee  him;  but  he  replied  with 
44  feeming  pleafure,  4  No  1  I  am  as  firm  as  a 
44  rock.’  —  As  he  paifed  along  the  yard,  the 
<£  fpedators  and  pri foners  wept  and  bemoaned 
44  him;  and  he,  in  return,  prayed  God  to  blefs 
4  4  them. 

u  On  the  way  to  execution  he  confoled  him- 
44  felf  in  reflefting  and  fpeaking  on  what  Chrift 

*  It  was  done  in  the  palfage  leading  to  the  chapel,  by  or¬ 
der  of  Mr.  Akerman,  the  keeper,  to  prevent  his  being  gazed 
at  i  to  whom  he  defired  I  would  return  his  fincere  thanks  for 
ail  civilities  to  him,  even  to  the  laft. 

44  hadv 


( 
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Mud  lu  fie  red  for  him;  lamenting  the  depravity 
€w  0I"  ^uman  nature,  which  made  fanguinary  laws 
neceifary;  and  laid  he  could  gladly  have  died 
“  in  the  pri fon- yard >  as  being  let  out  to  public 
execution  tended  greatly  to  di  ft  refs  him.  He 
“  deli  red  me  to  read  to  him  the  51ft  Pfahn,  and 
alio  pointed  out  an  admirable  penitential 
“  PraJer  fr°m  Rofiel’s  Prifoner’s  Director.  He 
<c  prayed  again  for  the  King,  and  likewife  for 
the  people. 


u. 


“  When  he  came  near  the  ftreet  where  lie  for- 
C!  merly  dwelt,  lie  was  much  affefted,  and  wept. 
“  He  faid,  probably  his  tears  would  feem  to  be 
“  t,le  effe&  of  cowardice,  but  it  was  a  wcaknefs 
“  he  could  not  well  help;  and  added,  he  hoped  he 
“  was  going  to  a  better  home. 

41  When  he  arrived  at  the  gallows,  he  afcencled 
<c  uie  cart,  and  lpoke  to  his  fcllow-fufFerer.  He 
44  then  prayed,  not  only  for  himfelf,  but  alio  for 
u  his  wife,  and  the  unfortunate  youth  that  fuf- 
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4C  fered  with  him  ;  and  declaring  that  he  died  in 
“  the  true  faith  of  the  gofpel  of  Chrift,  in  per- 
€<  fe£t  love  and  charity  with  all  mankind,  and 
4C  with  thankfulnefs  to  lus  friends,  he  was 
launched  into  eternity,  imploring  mercy  for 
6i  his  foul  for  the  fake  of  the  bleffed  Redeemer.” 

* 

His  corpfe,  on  the  Monday  following,  was 
carried  to  Cowley,  in  Buckinghamshire,  and 
depoiited  in  the  church  there. 


The  following  paper  was  intended  to  have  been 
read  by  Mr.  Villctte  at  the  place  of  execution, 
but  was  omitted,  as  it  feemed  not  poilible  to 
communicate  the  knowledge  of  it  to  fo  great  a 
number  of  perfons  as  were  then  affembled  : 

u  TO  the  words  of  dying  men  regard  has 
always  been  paid.  I  am  brought  hither  to  fuffer 
death  for  an  a£t  of  fraud,  of  which  I  confefs 
myfelf  guilty  with  fhame,  fuch  as  my  former 
Rate  of  life  naturally  produces,  and  I  hope  with 

fuch 


of  the  Author.  za 

fuch  forrow  as  He,  to  whom  the  heart  is  known, 
will  not  difregard.  1  repent  that  I  have  violated 
the  laws  by  which  peace  and  confidence  are 
eftablifhed  among  men  ;  1  repent  that  I  have  at¬ 
tempted  to  injure  my  fellow-creatures;  and  1  re¬ 
pent  that  I  have  brought  difgrace  upon  my  order 
and  discredit  upon  my  religion  ;  but  my  offences 
againfi:  God  are  without  name  or  number,  and 
can  admit  only  of  general  confefiion  and  general 
repentance.  —  Grant,  Almighty  God,  for  the 
fake  of  Jefus  Chrift,  that  my  repentance,  how¬ 
ever  late,  however  imperfeft,  may  not  be  in 
vain  ! 

“  The  little  good  that  now  remains  in  my 
power,  is  to  warn  others  againfi:  thofe  tempta¬ 
tions  by  which  I  have  been  feduced.  I  have 
always  finned  againfi:  convi&ion  ;  my  principles 
have  never  been  lhaken;  I  have  always  confidered 
the  Chriftian  religion  as  a  Revelation  from  God, 
and  its  divine  Author  as  the  Saviour  of  the 
world;  but  the  laws  of  God,  though  never  dif- 

C  3  owned 
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owned  bv  me,  have  often  been  forgotten.  I 

J  o 

was  led  a -tray  from  religious  ftriiftnefs  by  the  cle~ 


lufion  of  llievv  and  the  delights  of  voluptuoufncfs. 
I  never  knew  or  attended  to  the  calls  of  frnealitv, 
or  the  needful  minutenefs  of  painful  ceconomy. 
Vanity  and  pleafure,  into  which  I  plunged,  re¬ 
quired  expence  difproportionate  to  my  income 
expence  brought  diftrefs  upon  me;  and  diftrefs, 
importunate  diftrefs,  urged  me  to  temporary 
fraud. 


u  For  this  fraud  1  am  to  die;  and  I  die  de¬ 
claring  in  the  moft  folemn  manner,  that,  how¬ 
ever  1  have  deviated  from  my  own  precepts,  I 
have  taught  others,  to  the  bell  of  my  knowledge, 
and  with  all  fincerity,  the  true  way  to  eternal 
happinefs.  My  life,  for  fome  few  unhappy  years 
pa  ft,  has  been  dreadfully  erroneous;  but  my 
miniftry  has  been  always  fincere.  I  have  con- 
ftantly  believed,  and  I  now  leave  the  world  fo- 
lemnly  avowing  rhy  convi&ion,  that  there  is  no 
other  name  under  Heaven  by  which  we  can  be 
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of  the  Author .  <»  i 

faved,  but  only  the  name  of  the  Lord  Jcfus ;  and 
I  entreat  all  who  are  here  to  join  with  me  in  my 
laid  petition,  that,  for  the  fake  of  that  Lord  jcfus 
Chrift,  my  fins  may  be  forgiven,  and  my  foul 
received  into  his  evcrlaftins:  kingdom. 

o  u 
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WILLIAM  DODD.” 

June  2.7,  1777. 
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ORIGINALLY  PREFIXED  TO  TIIE 

PRISON  THOUGHTS. 


^  |  'HE  follow  ing  Work,  as  the  dates  of  the 
refpeCtive  parts  evince,  was  begun  by  its 
unhappy  Author  in  his  apartments  at  Newgate, 
on  the  evening  of  the  day  fubfequent  to  his  trial 
and  conviction  at  Juftice-hall;  and  was  finifhed, 
amidft  various  neceffary  interruptions,  in  little 
more  than  the  fpace  of  two  months. 

Prefixed  to  the  Manuf crip t  is  the  enfiuing  Note  : 

April  23,  1777. 

<c  I  began  thefe  Thoughts  merely  from  the 
“  impreffion  of  my  mind,  without  plan,  purpofe, 
“  or  motive,  more  than  the  fituation  and  hate  of 
iS  my  foul.  I  continued  them  on  a  thoughtful 
u  and  regular  plan  ;  and  I  have  been  enabled 
“  wonderfully  —  in  a  ftate,  which  in  better  days 
u  I  fbould  have  fuppofed  wrould  have  ddlroyed 
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Advertifement. 


€i  all  power  of  reficftion  —to  bring  them  nearly 
4£  to  a  conclufion.  T  dedicate  them  to  God,  and 
“  to  the  rtjlcfhng  Serious  among  my  fellow-crea- 
44  tores  ;  and  1  blefs  the  Almighty  for  the  abi- 
“  lity  to  go  through  them,  amid  ft  the  terrors  of 
“  this  dire  place,  and  the  bitter  anguifh  ot  my 
“  difconfolate  mind! 


“The  Thinking  will  eafily  pardon  all  inae~ 
“  curacies,  as  I  am  neither  able  nor  willing  to 
44  read  over  thofe  melancholy  lines  with  a  curi- 
c£  ous  and  critical  eye  !  They  are  imperfect,  but 
44  the  language  of  the  heart ;  and,  had  I  time 
u  and  inclination,  might  and  fhould  be  im- 


i i  proved. 
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The  few  little  Pieces  fubjoi’ned  to  the  ! Thoughts , 
and  the  Author’s  Lafi  Prayer ,  were  found  amongft 
his  papers.  Their  evident  connection  with  the 

I 

Poem  was  the  inducement  for  adding  them  to 
the  Volume, 

Thoughts 
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Thou  ghts  in  Prifon. 


COMMENCED 


SUN  DM  EFEN1NG,  Eirht  oy  Clock-* 

o  y 

February  23,  1777. 


WEEK  THE  FIRST. 

The  Imprisonment . 

fhinffc 

#  L  O 

MY  friends  are  gone !  Harfh  on  its  fuller! 

Grates  the  dread  door  :  the  maffy  bolts  re- 
Tremendous  to  the  furly  keeper’s  touch,  [fpond 
The  dire  keys  clang,  with  movement  dull  and  How 
While  their  beheft  the  ponderous  locks  perforin: 
And  fattened  firm,  the  objedf  of  their  care 
Is  left  to  folitude, — to  forrow  left  ! 

But  wherefore  fattened  ?  Oh  ftill  ttronger  bonds 
Than  bolts,  or  locks,  or  doors  of  molten  brafs, 

'*  The  hour  when  they  lock  up  in  this  difmal  place. 

C  6  To 
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To  folltude  and  forrow  would  confign 
His  an gui fil’d  foul,  and  prifon  him,  tho’  free  ! 
For,  whither  fhould  he  fly,  or  where  produce 
In  open  day,  and  to  the  golden  fun, 

His  haplefs  head  !  whence  every  laurel  torn, 

On  his  bald  brow  fits  grinning  Infamy; 

And  all  in  fportive  triumph  twines  around 
The  keen,  the  flinging  adders  of  difgrace  ! 

Yet  what’s  difgrace  with  man?  or  all  the  flings 
Of  pointed  fcorn  ?  'What  the  tumultuous  voice 
Of  erring  multitudes  ?  Or  what  the  fhafts 
Of  keeneil  malice,  le veil’d  from  the  bow 
Of  human  inquifltion  ?— if  the  God, 

Who  knows  the  heart,  looks  with  complacence 
Upon  the  ftruggling  vj£lim,  and  beholds  [down 
Repentance  burfling  from  the  earth-bent  eye, 
And  faith’s  red  crois  held  ciofely  to -the  breafl ! 

Oh  Author  of  my  being  !  of  my  bills 
Beneficent  Difpenler !  wondrous  power, 

Whole  eye,  all-fearching  thro1  this  dreary  gloom 
Difcerns  the  deepefl  fecrets  of  the  foul, 

Aflifl  me  !  With  thy  ray  of  light  divine 
Illumine  my  dark  thoughts;  upraile  my  low; 
And  give  me  wifdom’s  guidance,  while  I  flrive 
Impartially  to  flate  the  dread  account. 

And 


- 
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And  call  myfelf  to  trial !  Trial  far 

Than  that  more  fearful — tho’  how  fearful  that 


To  hold  the  balance  equal,  and  allow 
The  few  fad  moments  of  remaining  life 

O 


As  my  fir  ft  wifh  (thou  know’ft  the  heart)  has 
To  make  my  whole  of  being  to  my  friends,  [been. 
My  fellow-pilgrims  thro’  this  world  of  woe, 
Inftru&ive  ! — Oh  could  I  conduct  but  one. 

One  only  with  me,  to  our  Canaan’s  reft, 

How  could  I  meet  my  fate,  nor  think  it  hard  ! 


Not  think  it  hard  ? — Burft  into  tears,  my  foul; 
Gufh  every  pore  of  my  diftradted  frame, 

Gufh  into  drops  of  blood  !— But  one  ;  fave  one. 
Or  guide  to  Canaan’s  reft  ? — .  when  all  thy  views 
In  better  days  were  dedicate  alone 
To  guide,  perfuade  to  that  celeftial  reft, 

Souls  which  have  liftened  with  devotion’s  ear 
To  Sion’s  fongs  enchanting  from  thy  lips. 

And  tidings  iweet  of  Jefu’s  pardoning  love  ! 


But  one,  fave  one? — Oh,  what  a  reft  is  this  ! 
Oh  what  a  Sabbath,  in  this  dungeon’s  gloom. 


This  prifon-houfe,  meet  emblem  of  the  realm 


Referv’d  for  the  ungodly  !  Hark,  methinks 


I  hear 


I 
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I  hear  the  cheerful  melody  of  praife 
And  penitential  fweetnefs*!  ’Tis  the  found, 

The  well-known  found,  to  which  my  foul,  attun’d 
For  year  fucceeding  year,  hath  hearken’d  glad, 
And  ilill  with  frefh  delight:  while  all  my  powers 
In  bleft  employ  have  preft  the  having  truths 
Of  g  race  divine,  and  faith’s  all-conquering  might, 
On  the  fure  Rock  of  Ages  grounded  firm. 

[Hint  out, 

Thofeiiours  are  gone  !  and  here,  from  heaven 
And  heavenly  works  like  thefe,  on  this  lov’d 
Reft  of  my  God,— I  only  hear  around  [day. 
The  difmal  clang  of  chains:  the  hoarfe  rough 
Of  diifonant  imprecation;  and  the  cry  [fliout 
Of  mifery  and  vice,  in  fearful  din 
Impetuous  mingled;  while  my  frighted  mind 
Shrinks  back  in  horror !  while  the  Raiding  tears 
Involuntary  ftarting,  furrow  down 
My  ftckly  cheeks ;  and  whirling  thought  confus’d 
For  giddy  moments,  fcarce  allows  to  know 
Or  where,  or  who,  or  what  a  wretch  I  am  ! 

Not  know  ? — Alas !  too  well  it  ftrikes  my  heart, 
Emphatical  it  fpeaks  !  while  dungeons,  chains. 
And  bars  and  bolts  proclaim  the  mournful  truth, 

*  Referring  more  immediately  to  the  duty  of  the  Magda¬ 
len- Chapel, 


u  Ah 


m 


’Thoughts  in  Prifon. 

“Ah  what  a  wretch  thou  art !  how  funk, how  fall’n, 
“*  From  what  high  ftate  of  blifs,  into  w  hat  woe  !” 
Fall’n  from  the  topmoft  bough  that  plays  in  air 
E’en  of  the  tnlleft  cedar;  where  aloft 
Prcud  happinefs  her  towering  eyrie  built; 

Built,  as  1  dreamt,  for  ages.  Idle  dream  ! 

And  yet,  amongft  the  millions  of  mankind, 

Who  ileep  like  me,  how  few,  like  me  deceiv’d. 
Do  not  indulge  the  fame  fantaftic  dream  ! 

Gire  me  tnc  angels  clarion  ! — Let  me  found. 
Loud  as  the  blaft  which  fhall  awake  the  dead; 

•  /I  1 - t  me  iouna,  and  call  the  ilumberers  forth 
To  view  the  vifion  which  delufion  charms  • 

To  (hake  the  potent  incantation  off; 

Or  ere  it  burft  in  ruin  on  their  fouls, 

J\.o  it  Iras  bunt  on  mine,— Tslot  on  my  foul! 
Retraft  the  dread  idea:  Righteous  God  ! 

•Kot  on  my  foul  !  Oh  Thou  art  gracious  all. 

And  with  an  eye  of  pity  from  thy  throne 
Of  Majefty  fupernal,  thou  behold’ft 
The  creatures  of  thy  hand,  thy  feeble  foils, 
Struggling  with  fin,  with  Satan,  and  the  world. 
Their  ftvorn  and  deadly  foes :  and,  having  felt 

?  Milton’s  Par.  Loft,  B.  r.  p.  ,  [0. 


In 


40 


Thoughts  in  Prifon . 

In  human  flefh  the  trials  of  our  kind, 

Know’ll  fympathetic  how  to  aid  the  tried  ! 

Rock  of  my  hope  !  the  rafh,  rafli  phrafe  forgive; 
Safe  is  my  foul ;  nor  can  it  know  one  fear, 
Grounded  on  Thee  Unchangeable  !  Thee  fir  ft, 
Thee  laft,  great  Cleanfer  of  all  human  fin  ! 

But,  tho’  fecure  the  veflel  rides  in  port, 

Held  firm  by  faith’s  llrong  anchor, — well  it  fuits 
The  mariner  to  think  by  what  llrange  means 
Thro’  perils  unconceivable  he  pafs’d  ; 

Thro’  rocks,  fands,  pirates,  llorms,  and  boifterous 
And  happily  obtain’d  that  port  at  laft.  [waves. 

On  thefe  my  thoughts  are  bent  :  nor  deem  it 
Minift’ring  angels  !  whofe  benignant  talk  [wrong, 
Afiign’d  by  Heav’n,  is  to  confole  diftrefs. 

And  hold  up  human  hearts  amidll  the  toil 
Of  human  woe  *!  — Bleft  fpirits,  who  delight 
In  fweet,  fubmilfive  refignation’s  imile, 

To  that  high  will  you  know  for  ever  right;  — 
Deem  it  not  wrong,  that  with  a  weeping  eye. 
Deem  it  not  wrong,  that  with  a  bleeding  heart, 
I  dwell  a  while,  unworthiell  of  my  race,  [florins, 
On  thofe  black  rocks,  thofequick-fands,  waves  and 

*■  See  Ffalm  xxxiv.  7.  Heb.  i.  14. 
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Which  in  a  fea  of  trouble  have  engulph’d 

o  1 

All,  all  my  earthly  comforts;  and  have  left 
Me,  a  poor  naked,  fhipwreck’d,  buffering  wretch 
On  this  bleak  Ihore,  in  this  confinment  drear; 
At  fight  of  which,  in  better  days,  my  foul 
-  Hath  ftarted  back  with  horror  !  while  my  friend, 
My  bofom-partner  in  each  hour  of  pain. 

With  antidotes  preventive  kindly  arm’d, 
Trembling  for  my  lov’d  health;  when  chriftian 
And  zeal  for  others  welfare,  haply  brought  [calls 
My  ffeps  attendant  on  this  den  of  death  ! 

Oh  difinal  change  !  Now,  not  in  friendly  fort 
A  chriftian  vifitor,  to  pour  the  balm 
Of  chriftian  comfort  in  fome  wretch’s  ear,  — 

I  am  that  wretch  myfelf !  and  want,  much  want, 
The  chriftian  confolation  I  beftow’d  ; 

So  cheerfully  beftow’d  !  want,  want,  my  God, 
From  Thee  the  mercy,  from  my  fellow-man 
The  lenient  mercy,  which,  great  Judge  of  hearts, 
To  Th  ee  I  make  the  folemn,  fad  appeal  — 

That  mercy,  which  Thou  knoweft  my  gladfome 
Ever  fprang  forth  with  tranfport  to  impart  !  [foul 

Why  then,  myfterious  providence  !  purfued 
With  fuch  unfeeling  ardour?  why  purfued 
To  death’s  dread  bourn,  by  men  to  me  unknown  ! 

Why 


4 


Thoughts  in  Prifott . 

Why — Stop  the  deep  queflion  ;  it  o’erwhelms  my 
foul ; 

It  reels,  it  flaggers  !— -Earth  turns  round  ! — my 
Whirls  in  confufion  !  my  impetuous  heart  [brain 
Throbs  with  pulfations  not  to  be  reftrain’fl : 
Why  ? — where  ? — Oh  Chefterfield  !  my  fon,  my 

[fon  ! 

Nay,  talk  not  of  compofure  !  1  had  thought 
In  olden  time,  that  my  weak  heart  was  foft, 
And  pity’s  felt  might  break  it. — I  had  thought 
That  marble-eyed  feverity  would  crack 
The  Header  nerves  which  guide  my  reins  of  fenfe. 
And  give  me  up  to  madnefs.  ’Tis  not  fo  : 

My  heart  is  callous,  and  my  nerves  are  tough: 
It  will  not  break  !  they  will  not  crack  ;  or  elfe 
What  more,  juft  Heaven,  was  wanting  to  the  deed, 
Than  to  behold — Oh  that  eternal  night 
Had  in  that  moment  fereen’d  me  from  myfelf  !-— » 
My  Stanhope  to  behold,  whofe  filial  ear 
Drank  pleas’d  the  lore  of  wifdom  from  my  tongue. 
My  Stanhope  to  behold  !  —  Ah  piercing  fight! 
Forget  it;  —  ’tis  diftradion  :  —  Speak  who  can! 


But  I  am  loft  !  a  criminal  adjudg’d  ! 

A  guilty  mifereant !  CSnft  thou  think,  my  friend. 
Oh  Butler,  —  ’mid ft  a  million  faithful  found  !  ~ 

Oh 


V.  ' 


Thoughts  in  Prifon .  43 

Oh  canll  thou  think,  who  know’ll,  who  long  haft 
known 

My  inmoft  foul  ;  oh  canft  thou  think  that  life. 
From  luch  rude  outrage  for  a  moment  fav’d. 
And  fav’d  almoft  by  a  miracle*,  deferves 
The  languid  wifi),  or  e’er  can  be  fuftain’d  ? 


It  can  —  it  muft!  That  miracle  alone 
rl  o  life  gives  confequence.  Oh  deem  it  not 
Prefumptuous,  that  my  grateful  foul  thus  rates 
1  lie  prefent  high  deliverance  it  hath  found  ;  — - 
Sole  effort  of  thy  wifdom,  Sovereign  Power, 
Without  whole  knowledge  not  a  fparrow  falls  ! 
Oh  may  I  ceafe  to  live,  ere  ceafe  to  blefs 
That  interpofing  hand,  which  turn’d  alide,— 
Nay  to  my  life  and  preservation  turn’d 
I  he  fatal  blow  precipitate,  ordain’d 
To  level  all  my  little  hopes  in  dull. 

And  give  me  to  the  grave  !  Rather,  my  hand, 
Forget  thy  cunning  !  Rather  fhall  my  tongue 
In  gloomy  iilence  bury  every  note 
To  my  glad  heart  refpondent,  than  I  ceafe 


-Referring  to  the  cafe  referred  for  the  folemn  decifion  of 
the  twelve  judges;  and  which  gave  the  prifoner  a  much 
longei  i psce  than  his  mod  fanguine  friends  could  have  ex¬ 
pected,  from  the  complexion  of  the  procels.  See  the  SeJJiom 
P 'after  for  Feb.  1 777, 
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To  dedicate  to  Him  who  fpar’d  my  life,  [lend 
Lack  breath,  each  power,  while  He  vouchfafesto 
The  precious  boon  !  —  To  Him  be  all  its  praile  ! 
1  o  Him  oe  all  its  fervice  !  Long  or  Tort, 

The  gift’s  file  fame  :  to  live  er  die  to  him 
Is  gain  lufficient,  everlafhng  gain  : 

And  may  that  gain  be  mine  !  —  I  live,  I  live  ! 

Ye  hours,  ye  minutes,  bounty  of  his  grace, 
Fleet  not  away  without  improvement  due  : 

Rich  on  your  wings  bear  penitence  and  prayer 
To  Heaven’s  all-clement  Ruler;  and  to  man 
Bear  all  the  retribution  man  can  make  !  [death. 
Ye  precious  hours,  ye  moments  lnatch’d  from 
Replete  with  incenfe  rife, — that  my  cheer’d  foul. 
When  comes  the  folemn  call,  may  Ipring  away. 
Delighted,  to  the  bofom  of  its  God  ! 

Who  fh all  condemn  the  truft  ? — proud  rationals 
(That  deep  in  [peculation’s  hvildering  maze 
Bemufe  themfelves  with  error,  and  confound 
The  laws  of  men,  of  nature,  and  of  Heaven) 
Prefumptuous  in  .their  wifdorn,  dare  dethrone 
Even  from  his  works  the  Maker  :  and  contend, 
That  He  who  form’d  it  governs  not  the  world : 
While,  fleep’d  in  fenfe’s  Lethe,  fons  of  earth 
From  the  world’s  partial  pidlure  gaily  draw 
Their  mad  conclufions.  Bold  broad-ftaring  vice, 

Lull’d 
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LuUM  on  the  lap  of  every  mundane  blifs, 

At  meek-eved  virtue’s  patient  buffering  feoffs 
And  dares  with  dauntlefs  in  olence  the  God, 
Regardiefs  of  his  votanes  !—  Vam  and  blind  ! 

Alike  thro’  wildom  or  thro’  folly  blind _ 

Whofe  dim  contra&ed  view  the  petty  round 
The  mere  horizon  of  the  prefent  hour 
In  darkneis  teiminates  !  Oh  could  I  hope 
The  golden  portals  of  eternal  day  ; 

Pour  on  your  fight  the  congregated  blaze 
Of  lignt,  or  wifdom,  bu riling  from  the  throne 
Of  univerfal  glorv  ;  on  the  round, 

*1  he  boundiels  c'  le  of  His  moral  plan, 

Who,  hid  in  clouds  terrific,  Matter  fits 
Of  fubjeft  men  and  worlds ;  and  fees  at  once 
1  he  ample  feene  of  pretent,  future,  paft, 

Ail  naked  to  his  eye  of  flame  ! — all  rang’d 
In  harmony  complete,  to  work  his  will, 

And  finiih  with  the  plaudit  of  the  Ikies  ! 

[bur  ft 

But,  while  this  whelming  blazon  may  not 
On  the  weak  eyes  of  mortals;  while  confin’d 
Thro’  dark  dim  glafs,  with  dark  dim  fight  to  look 
All  trembling  to  the  future,  and  colled 
Tne  fcatter’d  rays  of  wifdom  ;  while  referr’d 
Oui  infant  realon  to  the  guiding  hand 
Of  faith  ftrong-eyed,  which  never  quits  the  view 

Of 
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Of  Jcfus,  her  great  pole-ftar;  from  whofe  word. 
Irradiate  with  the  luilre  of  his  love. 

She  learns  the  mighty  Mailer  to  explore 
In  all  his  works  ;  and  from  the  meaneil  taught 
Beholds  the  God,  the  Father,  *—  Scorn  ye  not. 
My  fellow-pilgrims,  fellow-heirs  of  death, 

And,  oh  triumphant  thought! — my  fellow-heirs 
Of  life  immortal  ; — if  not  fold  to  fenfe 
And  infidelity’s  black  caufe,  you  caft 
Ungracious  from  yourfelves  the  proffer’d  boon  : 
—Then  fcorn  not,  0I1  my  friends,  when  Heaven 
vouch  afes 

To  teach  by  meaneil  objefls,  reptiles,  birds, 
—To  take  one  leifon  from  a  worm  like  me  ! 

Proof  of  a  gracious  providence  1  live;™ 

To  Him  be  all  the  glory  !  Of  his  care 
Paternal,  his  fupporting  iignal  love, 

I  live  each  hour  an  argument.  Away, 

The  fyilematic  dullnefsof  difpute  ! 

Away,  each  doating  reafoner!  —  I  feel, 

Feel  in  my  inmoil  heart  the  confcious  fenfe. 

The  grateful  preffure  of  diftinguifli’d  grace, 

And  live,  and  only  wifh  for  life  to  praife  it ! 

For  fay,  my  foul, — nor  midil  this  iilence  fad, 
This  midnight,  awful,  melancholy  gloom, 

Nor 
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!\or  in  this  folemn  moment  of  account 
f  i  wixt  thee  and  Heaven, — when  on  his  altar  lies 
A  facrifice  thy  naked  bleeding  heart  ! 

Say,  nor,  felf- flattering,  to  thy  confcience  hold 
1  he  mirror  of  deceit ; — couldft  thou  have  thought 
T.  hy  nerves,  thy  head,  thy  heart,  thy  frame,  thy 
Sufficient  to  fuftain  the  fudden  fhock,  [lenfe. 
Rude  as  aburfting  earthquake,  which  at  once 
1  op  pled  the  happy  edifice  adown, 

"Whelm  a  thee  and  thine  beneath  its  ruinous  crafh, 
And  buried  all  in  forrow  ?  - — Torn  away 
Impetuous  from  thy  home,  thy  much-lov’d  home, 
Without  one  moment  to  reflexion  giv’n  ! 

By  Toothing,  folemn  promife  led  to  place 
Ingenuous  all  thy  confidence  oflife 
In  men,  affiuming  gentle  pity’s  guife  ! 
vffiin  confidence  in  aught  beneath  the  fun  ! 
i^hola  the  hour,  the  dreadful  hour  arriv’d  : 
i  nc  prnon  opes  its  ruthlefs  gates  upon  thee  ! 

-  Oh  Horror  !  But  what’s  this,  this  freffi  attack  ! 
A  tis  (he  !  my  weeping,  fainting  wife  ! 

“  And  haft  thou  faithful  found  me?  Has  thy  love 
“  Thus  burfi  thro’  ev’ry  barrier  ?  Haft  thou  trac’d 

e p ic i l  in  lieaitn,  and  timid  as  thou  art _ ~ 

At  midnight  trac’d  the  defolate  wild  ftreets* 

1  lius  in  a  prifon’s  gloom  to  throw  thv  arms 

“  Of 
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cc  Of  conjugal  endearment  round  the  neck 
c(  Of  thy  loft  hufband  ? — Fate,  exad  thy  worft  ; 
“  The  bitternefs  is  paft.” — Idea  vain  ! 

To  tenfold  bitternefs  drench’d  in  my  deep  cup 
Of  gall  the  morning  rifes  !  Statue  like, 
Inanimate,  half  dead,  and  fainting  half. 

To  Hand  a  fpeftacle  ! — the  praeter  ftern 
Denying  to  my  pleading  tears  one  pang 
Of  human  fympathy  !  Conducted  forth, 

Amidft  th’ unfeeling  populace;  purfued 
Like  fome  deer,  which  from  the  hunter’s  aim 
Hath  ta’en  its  deadly  hurt;  and  glad  to  find  — 
Panting  with  woe,  —  my  refuge  in  a  gaol  ! 

Can  mifery  ftrctch  more  tight  the  torturing  cord  ? 

But  hence  this  foftnefs !  Wherefore  thus  lament 
Thefe  petty,  poor  efcutcheons  of  thy  fate, 

When  lies —  all  worthy  of  thyfelf  and  life, 

Cold  in  the  hearfe  of  ruin  ?  —  Rather  turn 
Grateful  thine  eyes,  and  raife,  tho’  red  with  tears. 
To  his  high  throne,  who  looks  on  thy  diftrefs 
With  fatherly  companion  ;  kindly  throws 
Sweet  comfort’s  mixture  in  thy  cup,  and  foothes 
With  Gilead’s  balm  thy  death-wound.  He  it  is 
Who,  ’mid ft  the  (hock  difrupting,  holds  in  health 
Thy  (batter’d  frame,  and  keeps  thy  reafon  clear; 
He,  He  itis,  whofe  pitying  powers  fupports 
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Tliy  humbled  foul,  deep  humbled  in  the  dufl, 
Beneath  the  fenfe  of  guilt;  the  mournful  fenfc 
Ol  cecp  tranfgrefiion  ’gainft  thy  fellow-men, 

'  Of  fad  offence  ’gainfl  Him,  thy  Father* God; 
Who,  lavifh  in  his  bounties,  woo’d  thy  heart 
With  each  paternal  bleffing;  —  ah  ingrate, 

And  worthlels!  Yet  — (His  mercies  who  can 
count, 

Or  truly  fpeak  his  praife  !)— Yet  thro’  this  gloom 
Of  felf-conviftion,  lowly  He  vouchafes 
To  dart  a  ray  of  comfort,  like  the  Sun’s, 
All-cheeri ng  thro’  a  fummer’s  evening  fhower  ! 
Arch’d  in  his  gorgeous  %,  I  view  the  Bow, 

Of  grace  fix’d  emblem  !  ’T'is  that  grace  alone 
-Which  givesmy  foul  its  firmnefs ;  builds  my  hone 


Beyond  the  grave  ;  and  bids  me  fpurn  the  earth 


earth  f 


Accept  for  all,  the  tribute  of  my  praife* 
b  or  all  are  thine  !  —  Thine  the  ingenuous  fr 
Who  folace  with  companion  fweet  my  woe 
Mingle  with  mine  their  fympathetic  tears ; 
Incefiant  and  difinterefted  toil 
To  work  my  weal;  and,  delicately  kind, 

W  atch  every  keener  fenfibility 
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That  lives  about  my  foul.  Oh,  more  than  friends, 
In  tenderneis  my  children  ! — Thine  are  too 
The  very  keepers  of  the  rugged  jail, 

- — Ill  fchool  to  learn  humanity’s  loft  lore  !  — . 

Yet  here  humanity  their  duty  pays, 

Refpedtably  affe&ing  !  Whilft  they  tend 
My  little  wants,  officious  in  their  zeal, 

They  turn  away,  and  fain  would  hide  the  tear 
That  gufhes  all  unbidden  to  their  eye, 

And  fan&ifies  their  fervice. — On  their  heads 

Thy  bleffing,  Lord  of  Bounty  ! - 

- But,  of  all, 

All  thy  choice  comforts  in  this  drear  did  refs, 
God  of  our  firft  young  love  !  Thine  is  the  Wife, 
Who  with  affiduous  care,  from  night  to  morn. 
From  morn  to  night,  watches  my  every  need  ; 
And,  as  in  brighteft  days  of  peace  and  joy, 
Smiles  on  my  anguifh,  while  her  own  poorbreaft 
Is  full  almofl  to  burflingl  Proftrate,  Lord, 
Before  thy  footfto.ol  —  Thou,  whofe  higheft  ftyle 
On  earth,  in  heaven,  is  love  ! — 1  hou,  who  half 
Thro’  human  hearts  the  tender  charities,  [breath’d 
The  focial  fond  affe&ions  which  unite 
In  bonds  of  ftveetefl  amity  thofe  hearts, 

And  guide  to  every  good  ! — Thou,  whofe  kind  eye 
Complacent  muft  behold  the  rich,  ripe  fruit, 
Mature  and  mellow’d  on  the  generous  flock 
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Of  thy  own  careful  planting!  —  Low  on  earth, 

'  And  mingled  with  my  native  dull,  I  cry  ; 

With  all  the  Hufband’s  anxious  fondnefs  cry  ; 
With  all  the  friend’s  folicitude  and  truth  ; 

With  all  the  teacher’s  fervour, — u  God  of  Love, 
Voucnfafe  thy  choicefl  comforts  on  her  head  ! 
“  Be  thine  my  fate’s  decilion  :  To  thy  will 
*‘With  a n g e  1  - r e(i g n at i on,  lo  !  we  bend  !” 

[dull  earp 

But  hark  !  what  found,  wound in g  the  night’s 
Burfls  fudden  on  my  fenfe,  and  makes  more  hor¬ 
rible 

Thefe  midnight  horrors  ? — ’  Tis  the  folemnbell. 
Alarum  to  the  prifoners  of  death  *  !  — 

Hark  !  what  a  groan,  refponfive  from  the  cells 
Of  condemnation,  calls  upon  my  heart, 

My  thrilling  heart,  for  interceffion  ftrong, 

And  pleadings  in  the  fufterer’s  behalf  — 

My  feliow-fufFererSj  and  my  fellow-men  ! 


Ceafe  then  awhile  the  ftrain,  my  plaintive  foulj 
And  veil  thy  face  of  forrow  I  Lonely  hours 


*  This  alludes  to  a  very  {h  iking  and  awful  circumftance. 
The  Bellman  of  St.  Sepulchre's,  near  the  prifon,  is  by  long 
<and  pious  cuftom  appointed  to  announce  at  midnight  to  the 
condemned  criminals  in  their  cells,  ;ihat  the  hour  of  their  de¬ 
parture  is  at  hand  l 


D  a 
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Soon  will  return  thee  to  thy  midnight  talk, 

l^or  much  remains  to  ling;  fad  themes,  unfung. 

As  deem’d  perchance  too  mournful ; _  yet,  what 
elle 

Than  themes  like  thefe  can  fuit  a  mufe  like  mine  ! 
--And  might  it  be,  that  while  ingenuous  woe 
Weeds  thro’  my  verfe  ;  while  the  fucceeding  page 
U  eaving  with  my  fad  ftory  the  detail 
Ot  crimes,  ofpunifhmeuts,  of  prifons  drear. 

Of  prefent  life  and  future,  —  fad  difcourfe 
And  ferious  fhall  contain  ;  Oh  might  it  be, 

That  human  hearts  may  Men  and  improve ; 

O  might  it  be,  that  benefit  to  fouls 

Flow  from  the  weeping  tablet  :  tho’  the  Man 

In  torture  die, — the  Painter  fhall  rejoice  ! 
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! The  Retrofpeft. 

OH,  not  that  thou  goeft  hence — fvveet  droop¬ 
ing  flower,  [quin’ll 

Surcharg’d  with  Sorrow’s  dew  !  —  Not  that  thou 
This  pent  and  feverifh  gloom,  which  beams  with 
lighr, 

With  health,  with  com  fort, by  thy  prefence  cheer’d, 
Companion  of  my  life,  and  of  my  woes 
Bieft  foother!  Not  that  thou  goeft  hence  to  drink 
A  purer  air,  and  gather  from  the  breath 
Of  balmy  Turing  new  fuccour,  to  recruit 
Thy  wanning  health,  and  aid  thee  tofuftain, 
with  more  than  manly  fortitude,  thy  own 

J  J  j 

And  my  aftiiAive  trials  !  Not  that  here, 

Amidft  the  glories  of  this  genial  day, 

D3 
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Immur  d,  thro’  iron  bars  1  peep  at  Heaven, 
With  dim,  lack-luftre  eye  f  — Oh,  hk  not  this 
i  hat  drives  the  poi  fon’cl  point  of  torturous  thought 
Deep  to  my  fpring  of  life  !  It  is  not  this 
That  proftrate  lays  me  weeping  in  the  dull, 

-And  draws  in  fobs  the  life-blood  from  my  heart ! 

Well. could  I  bear  thy  abfence  :  well,  full  well  ; 
Tho’  angel-comforts  in  thy  converfe  fmile. 

And  make  my  dungeon  Paradile  !  —  Full  well 
Could  I  fuflain  thro’  iron  bars  to  view 
The  golden  Sun,  in  bridegroom-majeily 
Taking  benignant  nature  to  his  love, 

And  decking  her  with  bounties  !  Well,  very  well 
Could  I  forego  the  delicate  delight 
Of  tracing  nature’s  germens,  as  they  bud  ; 

Of  viewing  fpring’s  firfb  children,  as  they  rife 
In  innocent  fweetnefs,  or  beneath  the  thorn 
In  rural  privacy ;  or  on  gay  parterre 
More  artful,  lefs  enchanting ! — Well,  very  well 
Could  1  forego  to  liflen,  — -  in  this  houfe 
Of  u  nremitted  din,  —  and  nought  complain  : 

To  liflen,  as  I  oft  have  flood  with  thee 
Liflening  in  fond  endearment  to  the  voice 
Of  flock-dove,  thro’  the  filence  of  the  wood 
Hoarfe  murmuring: — Well,  oh  could  I  forego 
Thefe  innocent,  tho’  exquifite  delights, 
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Still  new,  and  to  my  bofom  ilill  attim  d 
In  moral,  mental  melody  ! — Sweet  Spiing  . 

Well  could  I  bear  this  fad  exile  from  1  hce, 

Nor  drop  one  tear  relu&ant :  for  my  foul, 

Strong  to  fuperior  feelings,  foars .aloft 
To  eminence  of  mifery  !  —  Confin  d 
On  this  blefs’d  day  —  the  Sabbath  of  my  God  ! 

. _ Not  from  his  Houle  alone,  not  from  the  pouti 

Of  joyful  worfhip  with  affembling  crowds  •  , 

But  from  the  labours  once  fo  amply  mine, 

The  labours  of  his  love.  Now,  laid  afide, 
Cover’d  my  head  with  ignominious  dufl, 

My  voice  is  flopp’d  1  and,  had  I  e’en  the  power, 

Strong  fhame,  and  flronger  grief  would  to  that  voice 

Forbid  all  utterance  ! — Ah,  thrice  haplefs  voice, 
By  Heaven’s  own  finger  all  indulgent  tuned 
To  touch  the  heart,  and  win  th’  attentive  foul 
To  love  of  truth  divine,  how  ufelefs  now, 

How  difionant,  unflrung!  —  Like  Salem  sharps 
Once  fraught  with  richeft  harmony  of  praile, 
Hung  in  fad  filence  by  Luphrates  ft  re  am , 

Upon  the  mournful  willows  !  I  here  they  wept. 
Thy  captive  people  wept,  OGod  ! — when  thought 
To  bitter  memory  recall’d  the  longs, 

The  dulcet  fongs  of  Sion  l  Oh  bleft  longs, 

*  See-Pfalm  lxxxiv. 
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,J  ra”  'porting  chorus  of  united  hearts, 
in  cneerful  mufic  mounting  to  the  praifc 

yj  Slfn's  KlnS  of  Glory  ! —  Oh  the  joy 
i  ran, 'cenchint,  of  petitions  wing’d  aloft 
•::i  favour  irrefiftible  from  throngs 
Aueinbled  in  thy  earthly  courts,  dread  Kin«- 
‘  all- dependant  nature  !— looking  up  ° 

01  a^  to  ^  ‘iCe>  as  <’o  the  fervants  eyes 
Lp  to  their  foftering  Matter  !  foy  of  joys, 

Amnltt  fuch  throng’d  affemblies  to  ftand  forth, 
’l0W  t!lc  Silver  Trumpet  of  thy  Grace; 
mie  gladlomc  year  of  jubilee  to  proclaim. 

Ana  offer  to  the  aching  linnet’s  heart 
Redemption’s  healing  mercies!  And  methinks 
(  —  Indulge  the  plead ng  reverie,  my  foul  ! 

I  he  waking dream,  which  in  oblivion  fweet 
LulU  thy  overlabour’d  feme !)  methinks,  convey’d 
I  o  ham’s  lov’d  fhades.—dear  favourite  !hade-= 
And  pure  religion  fan<ftify’d,-I  hear  [by  peace 
1  he  tuneful  hells  their  hallow’d  mtffage  found 
To  Chriftian  hearts  fymphonious!  Circling  time 
Once  more  hath  happily  brought  round  the  clay 

y illcl1  cal!s  l,s  to  the  Temple  of  our  God  : 
j  hen  let  us  hafte,  in  decent  ncatnefs  clad. 

My  cheerful  little  houfeholcl,  to  his  courts, 

So  lov’d,  fo  truly  honour’d  !  There  we’ll  mis 
In  meek,  ingenuous  deprecation’s  cry  ; 


There 
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There  we’il  unite  in  full  thanldgiving’s  choir, 

And  all  the  rich  mclodioufnefs  of  praile. 

'I  feel,  I  feel  the  rapture  !  David’s  harp 
Concordant  with  a  thoufand  voices  founds: 
Prayer  mounts  exulting:  Man  afcends  the  ikies 
On  wings  of  angel-fervour  !  Holy  writ 
Or  lpeaks  the  wonders  of  Jehovah’s  power. 

Or  tells,  in  more  than  mortal  majefty, 

The  greater  wonders  of  his  love  to  man  ! 

Proofs  of  that  love,  fee  where  the  myftic  figns, 
High  emblems  of  unutterable  grace, 

Confirm  to  man  the  zeal  of  Heaven  to  fave. 

And  call  to  gratitude's  beft  office  ! 

, - - - - Wife 

In  all  thy  facred  inftitutions,  Lord, 

Thy  Sabbaths  with  peculiar  wifdom  fliine ; 

Firft  and  high  argument,  creation  done, 

Of  thy  benign  folicitude  for  man, 

Thy  chiefeft,  favourite  creature.  Time  is  thine  : 
How  juft  to  claim  a  part*  who  giv’ft  the  whole  ! 
But  oh,  how  gracious,  to  affign  that  part 
To  man’s  fupreme  behoof,  his  foul’s  beft  good  ; 
His  mortal  and  his  mental  benefit; 

His  body’s  genial  comfort!  Savage  elfe, 
Untaught,  undifciplin’d,  in  fhaggy  pride 
He’d  rov’d  the  wild,  amidft  the  brutes  a  brute 

I>5  Ferocious ; 
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Ferocious  ;  to  the  foft  civilities 
Of  cultivated  life,  Religion,  Truth, 

A  barbarous  ft  ranger.  To  thy  Sabbaths  then 
All  hail,  wife  Legiflator  !  ’Tis  to  thefe 
owe  at  once  the  memory  of  thy  works, 

Thy  mighty  works  of  nature  and  of  grace  ;  — 
We  owe  divine  religion;  and  to  thele 
The  decent  comelinefs  of  focial  life. 

Revere,  ye  earthly  magiftrates,  who  wield 
The  fword  of  Heaven, —  the  vvifdom  of  Heaven’s 
And  fanclify  the  Sabbaths  of  your  God!  [plan. 
Religion's  all  :  With  that  or  ftands  or  falls 
Your  country’s  weal!  but  where  fhall  Ihe  obtain, 
• — Religion,  fainted  pilgrim,  — fhelterfafe, 

Or  honourable  greeting;— thro’  the  land. 

If  led  by  high  and  low,  in  giddy  dance. 

Mad  profanation  on  the  facred  day 
Of  God’s  appointed  reft,  her  revel-rout 
Infulting  heads,  and  leaves  the  temple  void  ? 

Oh,  my  lov’d  country  !  oh,  ye  thoughtlefs 
Intoxicate  with  draughts,  that  opium-like  I  great 
For  tranilent  moments  ftupify  the  mind,  ’ 

To  wake  in  horrors,  and  confufion  wild  ! _ 

But  foft,  and  know  thyfelf  !  ’Tis  not  for  thee. 
Poor  defutute  !  thus  groveling  in  the  duft 

Of 
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Of  felf-annihilation,  to  affume 
The  Cenfor’s  office,  and  reprove  mankind. 

Ah  me,  — thy  day  of  duty  is  declin’d  ! 

Thou,  rather,  to  the  quickprobe  thine  own  wounds. 
And  plead  for  mercy  at  the  judgment-feat, 

Where  confcience  Unites  thee  for  th’  offence  de¬ 
plor’d. 

Yet  not  prefumptuous  deem  it,  Arbiter 
Of  human  thoughts,  that  through  the  long,  long 
Of  multiply’d  tranlgreflions,  I  behold  (gloom 
Complacent  lmiling  on  my  fickening  foul, 

“  Delight  in  thy  lov’d  Sabbaths !”  Well  Thou 
know’ ft  —  [found 

For  thou  knowefl  all  things,  —  that  the  cheerful 
Of  that  bleft  day’s  return,  for  circling  weeks. 
For  months,  for  years,  for  more  than  thrice  leven 
Was  mulic  tomy  heart !  My  feet  rejoic’d  [years, 
To  bear  me  to  thy  temples,  haply  fraught 
With  Comfort’s  tiding?;  with  thy  golpel’s  truth, 
The  gofpel  of  thy  peace !  Oh,  well  Thou  know’ft. 
Who  knowefl  all  things,  with  what  welcome  toil. 
What  pleafing  afliduity  I  fearch’d 
Thy  heavenly  word,  to  learn  thy  heavenly  will; 
That  faithful  1  might  miniflerits  truth, 

And  of  the  high  commiffion  nought  keep  back 
From  the  great  congregation*!  Well  thou  know’ll, 

*  Pfalm  xl.  ver.  10. 
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hulc,  facred  Witnefs  of  my  private  hours, 
How  copioufly  I  bath’d  with  pleading  tears, 
Bow  earneftly  m  prayer  confign’d  to  Thee 
t  he  humble  efforts  of  my  trembling  pen  ; 
ivly  b eft,  weak  efforts  in  my  Maher’s  caufe  ; 
Weak  as  the  feather ’gainft  the  giant’s  fhield* 
Light  as  the  gofmer  floating  on  the  wind. 
Without  thy  aid  omnipotent !  Thou  know’ft 
How,  anxious  to  improve  in  every  grace, 

I  hat  heft  to  man’s  attention  might  commend 
I  h  important  melfage,  ftudious  I  apply’d 
Axy  feeble  talents  to  the  holy  art 
Of  fuafive  elocution;  emulous 
Of  every  acquifition  which  might  clothe 
In  pureft  dignity  the  purefl  work, 

1  he  firft,  the  higheft  office  man  can  bear, 

The  Meffenger  of  God;”  And  well  Thou 
know ’ft, 

“  For  all  the  work,  as  all  the  praife  is  Thine  — 
What  tweet  luccefs  accompanied  the  toil  : 

What  harvefts  blefs’d  the  feed-time!  Well  Thou 

know’ll:, 

*  ..  ’ 

With  what  triumphant  gladnefs  my  rapt  foul 
Wrought  in  the  vineyard  !  how  it  thankful  bore 
The  noon  day’s  heat,  the  evening’s  chilly  froft, 
Exulting  in  its  much-loved  JNEafter’s  caufe 
To  fpend,  and  to  be  fpent!  and  bring  it  home 

F  rom 
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From  triple  labours  of  the  well-toil’d  clay, 

A  body  by  fatigue  o’erborne  ;  a  mind 
Replete  with  glad  emotions  to  its  God ! 

Ah  my  lov’d  houfehold  !  ah,  my  little  round 
Of  focial  friends  1  well  do  ye  bear  in  mind 
Thofe  plealing  evenings,  when,  on  my  return, 
Much-wifh’d  return  —  fefenity  the  mild. 

And  cheerfulnefs  the  innocent,  with  me 
Enter’d  the  happy  dwelling!  Thou,  my  Erneft, 
Ingenuous  youth  '.  whole  early  fpring  befpoke 
Thy  fummer,  as  it  is,  with  richeft  crops 
Luxuriant  waving  ;  gentle  youth,  canfl  thou 
Thofe  welcome  hours  forsret?  or  thou — oh  thou  ! 

o 

—  How  (hall  I  utter  from  my  beatinsr  heart 
Thy  name,  fo  mufical,  fo  heavenly  fweet 
Once  to  thefe  ears  diftrafted! — Stanhope,  fay, 
Canfl;  thou  forget  thofe  hours,  when,  cloth’d  in 
fmiles 

Of  fond  refpeft,  thou  and  thy  friend  have  ftrove 
Whofe  little  hands  fhould  readied  fupply 
My  willing  wants ;  officious  in  your  zeal 
To  make  the  Sabbath-evenings,  like  the  day, 

A  fcene  of  fweet  compofure  to  my  foul  *  \ 

Good-Friday,  Eafter,  &c.  once  fo  peculiarly  happy  — 
yet  how  pall  here  ! — What  a  fad  want  of  the  fpirit  of  refor¬ 
mation  ! 


Oh 
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Oh  happy  Sabbaths !— Oh  my  foul’s  delight  ! 
Oh  days  of  matchlefs  mercy  !  matchlefs  praife! 
Gone,  gone,  for  ever  gone  !  How  dreadful  fpent 
Ulelefs,  in  tears,  and  groans,  and  bitter  woe, 
In  this  wild  place  of  horrors  *  !  —  Oh,  return, 
Ye  happy  Sabbaths! — or  to  that  lov’d  realm 
Dilmifs  me,  Father  of  companions,  where 
Reigns  one  eternal  Sabbath  !  Tho’  my  voice, 
Feeble  atbeft,  be  damp’d,  and  cannot  foar 
To  ftrains  fublime,  beneath  the  borrowing  fenfe 
Of  bale  ingratitude  to  thee,  my  God, 

My  Father,  Benefactor,  Saviour,  Friend, — - 

\ 

Yet  in  that  realm  of  reft,  ’twill  quickly  catch 
Congenial  harmony  !  ’twill  quickly  rife 
Even  from  humility’s  weak,  trembling  touch; 
Rife  with  the  glowing  feraph  in  the  choir. 

And  Hrive  to  be  the  loudeft  in  thy  praife. 

Too  foaring  thought!  that,  in  a  moment  funk 
By  fad  refleCFon  and  conviCting  guilt, 

Falls  proftrate  on  the  earth.  —  So,  pois’d  in  air, 
And  warbling  his  wild  notes  about  the  clouds, 

*  Boethius  has  a  refle&ion  highly  applicable  to  the  fenfe 

of  our  Author: - “  Nec  inhciari  poftiim  profperitatis  meae 

velocilfimum  curium.  Sed  hoc  eft,  quod  recolentem  rne  ve- 
hementius  coquit.  Nam  in  omni  adverfitate  fortunae,  infeli- 
ciftimum  genus  eft  infortunii,  fuilfe  feliceim  ”  De  Congo l. 
L.  2.  Prof.  4. 
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Almoft  beyond  the  ken  of  human  fight  ; 

Clapp’d  to  his  fide  his  plumy  fteerage,  down 
Drops  —  inflantaneous  drops  the  filent  lark  ! 
—How  ill  all  I  mount  to  Heaven?  how  join  the 
Geleftial  of  b  right  Seraphim  ?  depreft  [choir 
Beneath  the  burden  of  a  thoufand  fins, 

On  what  bleft  dove-like  wing  jfhall  I  arife, 

And  fly  to  the  wifh’d  reft? 

• — Of  counfel  free, 

Some  to  my  aching  heart,  with  kind  intent, 
Offer  the  poifonous  balfam  of  defert; 

“  Bid  me  take  comfort  from  the  cheering  view 

O 

“  Of  deeds  benevolent,  and  arrive  life 
“  Spent  for  the  weal  of  others  1”  Syren-fongs, 
Soon  huflvd  by  howlings  of  fevere  reproach. 
Unfeeling,  uncompaffionate,  and  rude, 

Which  o’er  my  body,  panting  on  the  earth. 
With  wounds  incurable,  infulting,  whirls 
Her  iron  fcourge:  accumulates  each  ill 
That  can  to  man’s  beft  fame  damnation  add: 
Spies  not  one  mark  of  white  throughout  my  life  ; 
And,  groaning  o’er  my  anguifh,  to  dcfpair. 

As  my  foul,  lad  refource,  indignant  points  l 

But  not  from  you, — ah  cruel,  callous  foes, 

1  hus  to  exult,  and  prefs  a  fallen  man! — 


Nor 
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Nor  even  from  you,  tho’  kind,  miftaken  friends. 
Admit  we  counlel  here.  Too  deep  the  flake, 

I  00  awful  the  enquiry — how  the  foul 
May  fmile  at  death,  and  meet  its  God  in  peace— 
*1  0  reft  the  anfwer  on  uncertain  man  ! 

Alike  above  your  friendfhip,  or  your  hate. 

Here,  here  I  tour  triumphant,  and  behold 
At  once  confirm'd  fecurity  and  joy, 

Beyond  the  reach  of  mortal  hand  to  fhake, 

Or  for  a  moment  cloud. — Hail,  bleeding  Love! 
In  thy  humiliation  deep  and  dread, 

Divine  Philanthropifl,  my  ranfom’d  foul 
Beholds  its  triumph,  and  avows  its  cure  ! 

Its  perfeft,  free  lalvation,  knows  or  feels 
No  merit,  no  dependence,  but  thy  faith, 

Thy  hope  and  love  confummate  !  All  abjures  ; 
Calls  all, — each  care,  each  burden',  at  the  foot 
Of  thy  vi&orious  crofs :  its  heart  and  life 
One  wifn,  one  word  uniting — ever  may 
That  wifh  and  word  in  me,  blefl  Lord/  unite  !— 
“  Oh,  ever  may  in  me  Thy  will  be  done !” 

Firm  and  unfhaken,  as  old  Sion’s  Hill, 
Remains  this  lure  foundation:  who  on  Ch rift. 
The  Corner-Stone,  build  faithful,  build  fccure, 
Eternity  is  theirs.  Then  talk  no  more, 

Ye  airy,  vague,  fantaflic  reafoners, 

Of 
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Of  the  light  ftubble,  crackling  in  the  fire 

o  >  o 

Of  God’s  inveftigation  ;  of  the  chaff 
Difpers’d,  and  floating  ’fore  the  flightefl  wind, — 
The  chaff  of  human  merit !  gracious  God  ! 

What  pride,  what  contradiction  in  the  term  ! 
Shall  man,  vain  man,  dreft  in  a  little  power 
Deriv’d  from  Nature’s  Author;  and  that  power 
Holding,  an  humble  tenant,  at  the  will 
Of  him  who  freely  gave  it ;  His  high  will, 

The  dread  Supreme  Difpofer,  (hall  poor  man, 

A  beggar  indigent  and  vile, — enrich’d 
With  every  precious  faculty  of  foul, 

Of  realon,  intellect;  with  every  gift 
Of  animal  life  luxuriant — from  the  (lore 
Of  unexhaufted  bounty;  (hall  he  turn 
That  bounty  to  abufe  ?  lavifh  defy 
The  Giver  with  his  gifts,  —  a  rebel  bafe  ! 

And  yet,  prefumptuous,  arrogant,  deceiv’d, 
Aliume  a  pride  for  actions  not  his  own, 

Or  boaft  of  merit,  when  his  all’s  for  God, 

Ana  he  that  all  has  fcjuander’d  !  Pureft  faints, 
Brighteft  archangels,  in  the  choir  of  heaven, 
Fulfilling  all  complete  his  holy  will, 

Who  plac’d  them  high  in  glory  as  they  (land  ; 

1  ulfil  but  duty  !  nay,  as  owing  more 
From  love’s  fupreme  diltinction,  readier  veil 
i,  Leii  lacuant  faces  with  their  golden  plumes; 

And 
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And  fall  more  humbled  ’fore  the  throne  they 
hymn 

With  gratitude  fuperior.  Could  bold  pride 
One  moment  whifper  to  their  lucid  fouls 
Defert’s  intolerable  folly, — down 
Like  Lucifer,  the  Morning-ftar,  they’d  fall 
From  their  bright  Late  obfeur’d  !  Then,  proud, 
poor  worm, 

Cone  civ  d  in  tins,  offending  from  thy  youth, 

In  every  point  tranfgrefTor  of  the  law 
Of  righteoufnefs;  of  merit  towards  God 
iJream,  if  tnou  can’ll  :  or,  madman  if  thou  art, 
Stand  on  that  plea  for  heav’n,~and  be  undone  I 

Bleft  be  thy  tender  mercy,  God  of  Grace  ! 
That  ’midfi:  the  terrors  of  this  trying  hour, 

When  in  this  midnight,  lonely,  prifon-gloom. 
My  mmold  foul  hangs  naked  to  thy  view; 

When,  undifTembled  in  the  fearch,  I  fain 
Would  know,  explore,  and  balance  every  thought 
(f  or  oh,  I  fee  Eternity’s  dread  gates 
Expand  before  me,  foon  perhaps  to  clofe!)— 
B'efl  be  thy  mercy,  that,  fubdued  to  thee. 

Each  lofty  vain  imagination  bows; 

Each  high  idea  humbled  in  the  duft, 

Of  felf-iufficient  righteoufnefs  my  foul 
Difclaims,  abhors,  with  reprobation  full 
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The  flighted  apprehenfion  ! — Worthlefs,  Lord, 
Even  of  the  mcaned  crumb  beneath  thy  board. 

Bleft  be  thy  mercy,  that,  fo  far  from  clue, 

1  own  thy  bounties,  manifold  and  rich, 

Upon  my  foul  have  laid  a  debt  lo  deep, 

That  I  can  never  pay ! — -And  oh  !  I  feel 
Compun&ion  inexpreflible,  to  think 
How  I  have  us’d  thole  bounties  !  fackcloth-clad, 
And  cover’d  o’er  with  allies,  1  deplore 
My  utter  worthleffnefs;  and,  trembling,  own 
Thy  wrath  and  juft  difpleafure  well  might  link 
In  deeper  floods  than  thefe,  that  o’er  my  head 
Roar  horrible,— in  fiery  floods  of  woe. 

That  know  nor  end  nor  refpite!  but,  my  God, 
Bled  be  thy  mercy  ever!  Thou’ft  not  left 
My  foul  to  Defperation’s  dark  dilmay ! 

On  Calvary’s  Hill  my  mourning  eye  difcerns, 
With  faith’s  clear  view, that  Spectacle  which  wipes 
Each  tear  away,  and  bids  the  heart  exult!  [man 
There  hangs  the  Love  of  God  !  There  hangs  of 
The  Ranfom;  there  the  Merit;  there  the  Cure 
Of  human  griefs— The  Way,  the  Truth,  the 
Life ! 

Oh  Thou,  for  fin  burnt-facrifice  complete ! 

Oh  Thou,  of  holy  life  th’exemplar  bright ! 

Perfeo 
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Perfe&ion’s  lucid  mirrour  !  while  to Thee 
Repentance  Icarce  dare  lift  her  flowing  eyes. 
Though  in  his  ftrong  arms  manly  Faith  fupports 
1  lie  felf-convidled  mourner!— Let  not  love. 
Source  of  thy  matchlefs  mercies,  aught  delay, 
Like  Mary,  with  Humility’s  meek  hand 
Her  precious  box  of  coftly  Nard  to  pour 
On  thy  dear  feet :  diffufing  through  the  houfe 
1  lie  odour  of  her  unguents !  Let  not  Love, 
Looking  with  Gratitude’s  full  eye  to  Thee, 

Ccafe  with  the  hallow’d  fragrance  of  her  works 
i  o  cheer  thy  1  owl i eft  members  ;  to  refrefh 
Thee  in  thy  faints  afllifted  !  Let  not  Love 
(  ea'e  with  each  fpiritual  grace,  each  temper  mild. 
Fruits  of  the  Holy  Spirit,— to  enrich, 

To  fill,  perfume,  and  fanftify  the  foul, 

Affimilate  to  Thee,  fweet  Jefu  !  Thee 
That  foul’s  immortal  habitant.  How  b  1  eft. 

How  beyond  value  rich  the  privilege, 

To  welcome  fuch  a  Gueft!  how  doubly  blcfl; 

■With  fuch  a  fignature, — the  royal  ftamp 
Of  tny  leiembiance,  Princeof  Righteoufnefs, 

Gi  Mei  cy,  Peace,  and  1  ruth  !  Oh  more  and  more 
Transform  me  to  that  Image  !  More  and  more 
Thou  New  Creation’s  Author,  form  complete 
In  me  the  birth  di  vine  ;  the  heavenly  mind, 

I  he  lovv  con iainmate, — all-performing  love. 

Which 
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Which  dwelt  in  Thee,  its  Pattern  and  its  Source; 
And  is  to  man,  happy  regenerate  man, 

Heaven’s  fured  foretade,  and  its  earned;  too. 


The  thought  delights  and  cheers,  though  not 

*  CD 

elates : 

Through  penfive  Meditation’s  fable  gloom 
It  darts  a  ray  of  foft,  well-temper’d  light, 

A  kind  of  lunar  radiance  on  my  foul, 

Gentle,  not  dazzling!  Thou,  who  knowed  all, 
Know’d  well,  thrice  gracious  Mader !  that  my 
heart 


Attun’d  to  thy  dear  love,  howe’er  feduc’d 
By  worldly  adulation  from  its  vows. 

And  ioi  a  few  contemptible,  contemn’d 
Unhappy  moments  faithlefs;  well  thou  know’d 
i  hat  heart  ne’er  knew  true  peace  but  in  thy  love 

Inat  heart  hath  in  thy  love  known  thorougl 
peace  ! 


Hath  frequent  panted  for  that  love’s  full  growth  ; 
And  fought  occafions  to  difplay  its  warmth 
By  deeds  of  kindnefs,  mild  humanity, 

Ana  pitying  mercy  to  its  fellow- men  ! 


v 


And  thou  hafc  bleft  me  !  and  I  will  rejoice 
That  thou  haft  bleft  me  !  thou  haft  giv’nmv  foul 
The  Luxury  of  Luxuries,  to  wipe 
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The  tear  from  many  an  eye  ;  to  flop  the  groan 
At  many  an  aching  heart.  And  Thou  wilt  wipe 
The  tears  from  mine,  and  Thou  the  groan  reprefs : 
And  1  hou — for  oh,  this  beating  heart  is  thine, 
Fram’d  by  thy  Hand  to  pity’s  quickefl  touch,  — 
Thou  wilt  forgive  the  Hnner;  and  bellow 
Mercy,  fweet  mercy !  which,  inipir’d  by  Thee, 
He  never  had  the  power,  and  ne’er  the  will, 

To  hold  from  others,  where  he  could  bellow  ! 

Shall  he  not  then  rell  happily  fecure 
Of  mercy,  thrice  bleft  mercy  from  mankind  ? 
Where  rells  it  ? — Relignation’s  meek-eyed  power  * 
Sullain  me  Hill ;  Compofure  Itill  be  mine: 

Where  rells  it? — Oh  myllerious  Providence  ! 
Silence  the  wild  idea  : — 1  have  found 
No  mercy  yet;  no  mild  humanity: 

With  cruel  unrelenting  rigour  torn, 

And,  loll  in  prifon,  wild  to  all  below; 

So  from  his  daily  toil  returning  late 
O’er  Grifon’s  rugged  mountains,  clad  in  fnow. 
The  peafant  with  allonilh’d  eyes  beholds 
A  gaunt  wolf,  from  the  pine-grove  howling  rufh  ! 
Chill  horror  lliffens  him,  alike  to  fly 
Unable,  to  refill  ;  the  monller  feeds 
Blood-happy,  growling,  on  his  quivering  heart ! 

Mean- 
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Meanwhile  light  blazes  in  his  lonely  cot 
The  crackling  hearth  ;  his  careful  wife  prepares 
Her  humble  cates;  and  thro’  the  lattic’d  light 
II  is  little  ones,  expeCting  his  return. 

Peep,  anxious !  Ah,  poor  victim,  he  nor  hearth 
Bright  blazing,  nor  the  houfewife’s  humble  cates, 
Nor  much-lov’d  children  henceforth  more  fhall 

[fee  l 

But  foft  GTis  calm  reflection’s  midnight  hour ; 
’Tis  the  foul’s  folemn  inqueft.  Broods  a  thought 
Refentful  in  thy  bofom  ?  Art  thou  yet, 

Penitent  pilgrim,  on  earth’s  utmofl  bourn. 

And  candidate  for  Heaven, — art  thou  yet 
In  love  imperfeCt  ?  and  has  malice  place, 

With  dark  revenge,  and  unforgiving  hate. 

Hell’s  blackeft  offspring? — Glory  to  my  God  ! 
With  triumph  let  me  fing,  and  clofe  my  ftrain. 

Abhorrent  ever  from  my  earliefl  youth 
Ofthefe  detefted  paflions,  in  this  hour, 

This  trying  hour  of  keen  oppreflive  grief, 

My  foul  fuperior  rifes ;  nor  of  thefe 
Malevolent,  a  . touch,  the  flightefl  touch 
Feels,  or  fhall  ever  harbour  !  Tho’  it  feels 
In  all  their  amplitude,  with  all  their  weight, 
Ungentleft  treatment,  and  a  load  of  woe, 

Heavy  as  that  which  fabling  poets  lay 
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On  proud  Enceladus  !  Tho’  life  be  drawn 
By  Cruelty’s  fierce  hand  down  to  the  lees, 

\  et  can  my  heart,  with  all  the  truth  of  prayer. 
With  all  the  fervour  of  fincere  delire, 

.Looking  at  Thee,  thou  love  of  God  and  man  !— > . 
Yet  can  my  heart  in  life  or  death  implore, 

<£  Father,  forgive  them,  as  Thou  pitieil  me  !” 

Oh  where’s  the  wonder,  when  thy  crofs  is  feen  \ 
Oh,  where’s  the  wonder,  when  thy  voice  is  heard  ; 
Harmonious  interceffion  !  Son  of  God. 

Oh,  where’s  the  wonder — or  the  merit  where. 
Or  what’s  the  talk  to  love-attuned  fouls- — 

Poor  fellow-creatures  pitying,  to  implore 
Forgivenels  for  them?  Oh  forgive  my  foes! 

Beil  friends,  perchance,  for  they  may  bring  to 
Thee! 

—  Complete  forgivenefs  on  them,  God  of  grace  ! 
Complete  forgivenefs,  in  the  dreadful  hour, 

When  moil  they  need  forgivenefs !  And  oh  fuch 
As,  in  that  dreadful  hour,  my  poor  heart  wants, 
And  trulls,  great  Father,  to  receive  from  Thee, 
Such  full  forgivenefs  grant and  my  glad  foul 
Shall  fold  them  then,  my  brethren,  in  thy  houfe  ! 

Thus  do  I  footh,  and  while  away  with  fong 
My  lonely  hours,  in  drear  confinement  pail, 
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Like  thee,  oh  gallant  Raleigh  ! —  or  like  thee, 
My  haplefs  anceftor,  fam’d  Overbury  ! — 

But  Oh,  in  this  how  different  is  our  fate  ! 

Thou,  to  a  vengeful  woman’s  fubtle  wiles 
A  haplefs  victim  fall’ft ;  while  my  deep  gloom. 
Brighten’d  by  female  virtue  and  the  light 
Of  conjugal  affe&ion — leads  me  oft, 

Like  the  poor  priforu’d  linnet,  to  forget 
Freedom,  and  tuneful  friends,  and  ruffet  heat h, 
Vocal  with  native  melody  ;  tofvvell 
The  feeble  throat  and  chaunc  the  lowly  ftraln; 
As  in  the  feafon,  when  from  fpray  to  fpray 
Flew  liberty  on  light  elaftic  wing. 

She  flies  no  more  : — Be  mute,  my  plaintive  lyre  ! 

1 

March  15,  1777. 


END  OF  THE  SECOND  WEEK* 
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MAR  C  II  18,  1777. 


WEEK  THE  THIRD. 

Public  P unijhment . 

VAIN  are  thy  generous  efforts,  worthy  Bull*, 
Thy  kind  compaffion’s  vain  !  The  hour  is 
come : 

Stern  fate  demands  compliance  :  I  muft  pafs 
Thro5  various  deaths,  keen  torturing,  to  arrive 
At  that  my  heart  fo  fervently  implores ; 

Yet  fruitlefs.  Ah  !  why  hides  he  his  fell  front 
From  woe,  from  wretchednels,  that  with  glad 
fmiles 

I 

Would  welcome  his  approach ;  and  tyrant-like. 
Delights  to  dafh  the  jocund  rofeate  cup 

*  Frederick  Bull,  Efq.  Alderman  of  London;  to  whofe 
kindnefs  and  humanity  the  Author  has  expreded  the  higheft 
obligations. 
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From  the  full  hand  of  gaudy  luxury 
And  unfufpe&ing  eafe  ! — Far  worfe  than  death 
That  prifon  s  entrance,  whole  idea  chills 
With  freezing  horror  all  my  curdling  blood  ; 
Whole  very  name,  flamping  with  infamy, 
Makes  my  foul  frighted  ft  art,  in  phrenzy  whirl’d, 
And  verging  near  to  madnefs !  See,  they  ope 
Their  iron  jaws  !  See  the  vaft  gates  expand, 
Gate  after  gate — -and  in  an  inftant  twan^, 

Clos’d  by  their  growling  keepers : — When  again, 
Myfterious  powers  !— oh  when  to  open  on  me  ? 
Mercy,  fweet  Heaven,  fupport  my-faltering  fteps, 
Support  my  ftekening  heart !  My  full  eyes  fwim  : 
O’er  all  my  frame  diftils  a  cold  damp  fweat. 
Hark — what  a  rattling  din  !  On  every  fig !e 
The  congregated  chains  clank  frightful :  Throngs 
Tumultuous  prels  around,  to  view,  to  gaze 
Upon  the  wretched  ftranger;  fcarce  believ’d 
Other  than  vifitor  within  fuch  walls, 

With  mercy  and  with  freedom  in  his  hands. 

Alas,  how  chang’d  !— Sons  of  confinement,  fee 
Ho  pitying  deliverer,  but  a  wretch 
O’erwhelm’d  with  mifery,  morehapiefs  far 
Than  the  moft  haplefs  ’mongft  ye  ;  loaded  hard 
vVith  guilt’s  opprelftve  irons  !  His  are  chains 
No  time  can  loo  fen,  and  no  hand  unbind; 

Fetters  which  gore  the  foul.  Oh  horror,  horror  S 
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Ye  maffive  bolts,,  give  way  :  ye  fallen  doors. 

Ah,  open  quick,  and  from  this  clamorous  rout, 
Clofe  in  my  difmal,  lone,  allotted  room 
Shrowd  me  : — for  everfhrowd  from  human  fight, 

O  ' 


And  make  it,  if  ’tis  pofiible,  my  grave 


How  truly  welcome,  then  !  Then  would  I  greet 
W  ith  hallow’d  joy  the  drear,  but  bleft  abode  ; 
And  deem  it  far  the  happiefc  I  have  known, 

The  bell  I  e’er  inhabited.  But,  alas  ! 

There’s  no  fuch  mercy  for  me.  I  muft  run 
Mifery’s  extremeft  round  ;  and  this  muft  be 
A  while  my  living  grave  ;  the  doleful*  tomb, 

Sad  founding  with  my  unremitted  groans, 

And  moiften’d  with  the  bitternefs  of  tears ! 

Ah,  mournful  dwelling  !  deftin’d  ne’er  to  fee 

7  o 

The  human  face  divine  in  placid  fmiles, 

And  innocent  gladnefs  cloth7 d  :  deftin’d  to  hear 
No  founds  of  genial,  heart-reviving  joy  ! 

The  fons  of  forrows  only  are  thy  guefts, 

And  thine  the  only  mufic  of  their  fighs. 

Thick  fobbing  from  the  tempeft  of  their  breafts  ! 
Ah,  mournful  dwelling  !  never  haft  thou  feen, 
Amidft  the  numerous  wretched  ones  immur’d 
Within  thy  ftone-girt  compafs,  wretch  fo  funk, 
So  loft,  fo  ruin’d,  as  the  man  who  falls 
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Thus,  in  deep  anguifh,  on  thy  ruthlefs  door, 
And  bathes  it  with  the  torrent  of  his  tears  ! 

And  can  it  be  ?  or  is  it  all  a  dream  ? 

A  vapour  of  the  mind  ? — 1  fcarce  believe 
Myfelf  awake  orafting.  Sudden  thus 
Am  I — lb  compafs’d  round  with  comforts  late. 
Health,  freedom,  peace,  torn,  torn  from  all,  and 
A  prifoner  in —  Impollible  ! — I  fleep  :  [loft  ! 

’Tis  fancy’s  coinage;  ’tis  a  dream’s  delulion. 

Vain  dream  !  vain  fancy  !  Quickly  ami  rous'd 
To  all  the  dire  reality’s  diftrefs  : 

I  tremble,  ftart,  and  feel  myfelf  awake, 
Dreadfully  awake  to  all  my  woes;  and  roll 
From  wave  to  wave  on  Sorrow’s  ocean  toft  ! 

Oh  for  a  moment’s  paufe, — a  moment’s  reft, 
To  calm  my  hurried  fpirits  !  to  recall 
Reflexion’s  ftaggering  pilot  to  the  helm, 

And  ftill  the  maddening  whirlwind  in  my  foul  ! 
—It  cannot  be  !  T.  he  din  increafes  round  : 

Rough  voices  rage  difcordant;  dreadful  fhricksl 
Koarfe  imprecations  dare  the  thunderer’s  ire, 
And  call  down  fvvift  damnation  !  thou  fa  nd  chains 
In  difmal  notes  clink,  mirthful!  Roaring  burfU 
Of  loud  obftreperous  laughter,  and  ftrange  choirs 
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Or  gutturals,  diflbnant  and  rueful,  vex 
E’en  the  dull  ear  of  Midnight  !  Neither  reft, 
^  ;1  peaceful  calm,  nor  ftlence  of  the  mind, 
Rcfieihment  Ivveet,  nor  interval  or  paufe 
I  *  om  morn  to  eve,  from  eve  to  morn  is  found 


A  mid  it  the  furges  of  this  troubled  lea  *  ! 


So?  from  tlie  Leman  Lake  th’  impetuous  Rhone 
ILsblue  waves  pufhes  rapid,  and  bears  down 
(I  ui  late  io  meet  Saones  pellucid  ft  re  am, 

^  lai  roar  tremendous,  thro5  the  craggy  ftrerglitj 
Of  Alpine  rocks)  Ins  freight  of  waters  wild  : 
Still  iu firing  in  perturbed  eddies  on  \ 

Anu  ftill,  from  hour  to  hour,  from  age  to  age. 

In  conflux  vaft  and  unremitting,  pours 

rlis  bonterous  nood  to  old  Lugdunim’s  wall  I 


Oh  my  rack’d  brain— oh  my  diftra&ed  heart  ! 

1  tumult  thickens  .*  wild  diiorder  grows 
•  \ 

-  It  is  but  a  juft  tribute  to  Mr.  Akerman,  the  keeper  of  this 
uifimal  place,  lO  obierve,  that  all  the  evils  here  enumerated 
are  the  immediate  confcquences  of  premifeuous  confinement, 
and  no  way  chargeable  to  Mr.  A.’s  account.  It  is  from  the 
ftricteft  obfervation,  I  am  perfuaded,  that  no  man  could  do 
more  in  the  prefent  circumftances.  Ilis  attention  is  great,  and 
mo  kindnefs  and  humanity  to  thofe  in  ficknefs  or  affliction, 
peculiarly  plcafmg.  I  can  bear  teftimony  to  many  fignal  in- 
fiances,  which  I  have  remarked  fince  my  fad  confinement. 

More 
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More  painfully  confus’d  ! - And  can  it  be? 

Is  this  the  maniion — this  the  houfe  ordain’d 
For  recolle&ion’s  folemn  purpofe  ;  —  this 
The  place  from  whence  full  many  a  flitting  foul 
(The  work  of  deep  repentance — mighty  work, 
Still,  dill  to  be  perform’d)  mull  mount  to  God, 
And  give  its  dread  account !  Is  this  the  place, 
Ordain’d  by  judice,  to  confine  a  while 
The  foe  to  civil  order,  and  return 
Reform’d  and  moraliz’d  to  focial  life  ! 

This  den  of  drear  confufion,  wild  uproar, 

Of  mingled  riot  and  unblufhing  vice  ! 

This  fchool  of  infamy  !  from  whence,  improv’d 
In  every  hardy  villany,  returns 
More  harden’d,  more  a  foe  to  God  and  man, 
The  mifereant,  nurs’d  in  its  infedlious  lap  ; 

All  cover’d  with  its  pedilential  fpots, 

And  breathing  death  and  poifon  wherefoe’er 
He  flalks  contagious !  from  the  lion’s  den 
A  lion  more  ferocious  as  confin’d  ! 

Britons,  while  failing  in  the  golden  barge 
Of  giddy  diilipation,  on  the  flream, 

Smooth  lilver  dream  of  gorgeous  luxury, 

Boad  gaily — and  for  ages  may  they  boad, 

And  truly  !  for  through  ages  we  may  trud 
?  i  will  interpofe  between  our  crimes  and  God, 
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■'•^1  turn  away  his  juft  avenging  fcourge _ . 

i  he  national  Humanity  !”  Hither  then, 

Yre  fons  of  P‘ty»  and  ye  fons  of  thought  !_ 
Whether  by  public  zeal  and  patriot  love, 

*  oy  Companion’s  gentle  ftirrings  wrought. 
Oh  hither  come,  and  find  fufficient  fcope 
1  or  all  the  patriot’s,  all  the  chriftjan’s  fearch  ‘ 
Some  great,  i'ome  falutary  plan  to  frame, 
l  urning  confinement’s  curfes  into  good  ; 

And,  like  the  God  who  but  rebukes  to  fave, 
Extracting  comfort  from  correction’s  ftroke  ! 

|  Why  do  we  punifli  ?  Why  do  penal  laws 
Coercive,  by  tremendous  fanCtions  bind 
Offending  mortals  ?— Juftice  on  her  throne 
.Rigid  on  this  hand  to  example  points  ; 

More  mild  to  reformation  upon  that : 

'  ^‘le  balances,  and  finds  no  ends  but  thefe. 

Cioad  men,  along  with  yonder  revel-rout, 
exemplary  pumfhment,  and  mark 
The  language  of  the  multitude,  obfeene, 

W’ild,  blafphemous,  and  cruel!  Tent  their  looks 
Of  madding,  drunken,  thoughtleis,  ruthlefs  gaze. 
Or  giddy  curiofity  and  vain  ! 

J  heir  deeds  ftill  more  emphati'c,  note;  and  fee. 
By  tne  fad  Ipeftacle  unimprefs’d,  they  dare 

Even 
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Even  in  the  eye  of  death,  what  to  their  doom 
Brought  their  expiring  fellows  !  Learn  we  hence. 
How  to  example’s  falutary  end 
Qur  juftice  fagely  minifters  !  But  one, 

Should  there  be  one — thrice  haplefs, — of  a  mind 
By  guilt  unharden’d,  andaBove  the  throng 
Of  defperate  mifcreants,  thro’  repeated  crimes 
In  ftupor  lull’d,  and  loft  to  every  fenfe  ; — 

Ah  me,  the  fad  reverie  ! — fhould  there  be  one 
Of  generous  feelings  ;  whom  remorfelefs  fate. 
Pallid  neceftity,  or  chill  di  ft  refs. 

The  family’s  urgent  call,  or  juft  demand 
Of  honeft  creditor, — (folicitudes 
To  recklefs,  pamper’d  worldlings  all  unknown) 
Should  there  be  one,  whofe  trembling,  frighted 
Caufes  like  thefe  in  temporary  guilt,  [hand 
Abhorrent  to  his  inmoftfoul,  have  plung’d, 

And  made  obnoxious  to  the  rigid  law  ! 

O 

Sentenc’d  to  pay, — and,  wearied  with  its  weight. 
Weli-pleas’d  to  pay  with  life  that  law’s  demand, 
Awful  difpenfers  of  ft  riel  juftice,  fay, 

Would  you  have  more  than  life?  or,  in  an  age, 
A  country,  where  humanity  reverts 
At  torture’s  bare  idea,  would  you  tear 
Worfe  than  on  racking  wheels  a  foul  like  this, 
And  make  him  to  the  ftupid  crowd  a  gaze 
For  lingering  hours  ?— drag  him  along  to  death 
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•An  ufelefs  fpe&acle ;  and  more  than  flay 
Your  living  viflimf— Death  is  your  demand: 
Death  your  law’s  fentence  :  then  this  life  is  yours 
Take  the  juft  forfeit;  you  can  claim  no  more  ! 

1  oe  to  thy  infidelity, — and  griev’d 
That  he  avows  not,  from  the  chriftian  fource. 
The  fir  ft  great  chriftian  duty,  which  fo  well, 

So  foicibly  he  paints! — Yet  let  me  sjreet 
v  t-felt  gratulations  thy  warm  zeal, 

Succeisful  in  that  iacred  duty’s  eaufe* 

1  he  caufe  of  our  Humanity,  Voltaire  ! 

Foituie  s  vile  agents  trembling  at  thy  pent 
Intolerance  and  Perfecution  gnafh 
*1  heir  teeth,  delpairing,  at  the  lucid  rays 
bit  truth  all  prevalent,  beaming  from  thy  page* 
*1  he  rack,  the  wheel,  the  dungeon,  and  the  flame. 
In  happier  Europe  ufelefs.  and  unknown, 

Shall  foon, — oil  fpeed  the  hour, Compaflion’s  God, 
be  ieen  no  more  ;  or  feen  as  prodigies 
Scarce  credited,  of  Gothic  barbarous  times* 


Ah,  gallant  France,  for  milder  manners  fam’d. 
How  wrung  it  my  fad  foul,  to  view  expos’d 
On  infkruments  of  torture— mangled  limbs 
And  bleeding  carcafes,  belide  thy  roads, 
l  hv  beauteous  woods  and  avenues!  Fam’d  works. 

And 
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And  worthy  well  the  grandeur  of  old  Rome  ! 
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We  too,  who  boa  ft  of  gentler  laws,  reform’d 
And  civiliz’d  by  liberty’s  kind  hand  : 

Of  mercy  boaft,  and  mildefl  punifhments  : 

Yet  punifhments  of  torture  exquilite 
And  idle ;  — painful,  ruinous  parade  ! 

We  too,  with  Europe  humaniz’d,  fhalldrop 
The  barbarous  feverity  of  death, 

Example’s  bane,  not  profit; — fhall  abridge 
The  lavage  bale  ovation  ;  fhall  aftign 
The  wretch,  whofe  life  is  forfeit  to  the  laws, 
With  all  the  filent  dignity  of  woe. 

With  all  the  mournful  majefty  of  death. 

Retir’d  and  lolemn,  to  his  awful  fate  ! 

Shall  to  the  dreadful  moment,  moment  ftill 
To  louls  beft  fitted,  give  diftin<ftion  due  ; 

'l  each  the  well-order’d  fufferer  to  depart 
With  each  impreffion  fcrious;  nor  infult 
With  clamorous  crowds  and  exultations  bafe, 

A  foul,  a  fellow-foul,  which  Hands  prepar’d 
O  n  time’s  dread  verge  to  take  its  wonderous  flio-ht. 
To  realms  of  immortality  !  Yes,  the  day 
— I  joy  in  the  idea, — will  arrive, 

When  Britons  philanthropic  fhall  rejeT 
The  cruel  cuftom,  to  the  fufferer  cruel, 

Uielefs  and  baneful  to  the  gaping  crowd  ! 
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fhe  clay  will  come,  when  life,  the  deareft  price 
Man  can  pay  down,  fufficient  forfeit  deem’d 
£  or  guilty  man’s  tranfgreflion  of  the  law, 
bnall  be  paid  down,  as  meet  for  fuch  a  price, 
Rcfpeflful,  fad;  with  reverence  to  a  foul’s 


Departure  hence ;  with  reverence  to  the  foul’s 
And  body’s  feparation,  much-lov’d  friends ! 

"^V  ithout  a  torture  to  augment  its  lofs, 

M  ithout  an  intuit  to  moled  its  calm; 
i  o  t lie  demanded  debt  no  fell  account 
Ot  curious,  hiding  ignominy  annex’d  : 

Anguifh,  beyond  the  bittered  torture  keen; 

Unparallel’d  in  realms  where  bigotry 

Dives  to  the  furious  fons  of  Dominic 

Her  table  dag,  and  marks  their  way  with  blood* 


Hail,  milder  fons  of  Athens  !  civiliz’d 
uy  arts  ingenious,  by  the  ’fualive  power 
Of  humanizing  fcience  ;  well  ye  thought, 

Like  you  may  Britons  think,  that  ’twas  enough, 
1  he  fentence  pafs’d,  a  Socrates  fhould  die  ! 

.1  he  fage,  obedient  to  the  law’s  decree, 

Took  from  the  weeping  executioner 
Die  d  raugh  t,  reiign’d :  am  id  ft.  h  is  forrow  3  ng  fri  en d  s, 
Full  of  immortal  hopes  convers’d  fublime  ; 

And,  half  in  Heaven — compos’d  himfelf,  and  died  ! 


S? 


Oh  envy’cl  fate  !  oh  happinefs  iupreme  ! 

So  let  me  die  ;  fo,  midft  my  weeping  friends, 
Refign  my  life  !  I  alk  not  the  delay 
Ev’n  of  a  moment.  Law,  thou’dft  have  thy  due  ! 
Nor  thou,  nor  juftice,  can  have  more  to  claim. 

But  equal  laws,  on  truth  and  reafon  built. 
Look  to  humanity  with  lenient  eye, 

And  temper  rigid  juftice  with  the  claims 
Of  heaven-defcended  mercy  !  to  condemn 
Sorrowing  and  llow ;  while  ftudious  to  corredf, 
Like  man’s  all-gracious  parent,  with  the  view 
Benign  and  laudable,  of  moral  good, 

And  reformation  perfedL  Hither  then, 

Ye  ions  of  fympathy,  of  wifdomj  friends 
To  order,  to  companion,  to  the  Hate, 

And  to  your  fellow-beings  ;  hither  come. 

To  this  wild  realm  of  uproar!  hither  hafte, 

And  fee  the  reformation,  fee  the  good 
W rought  by  confinement  in  a  den  like  this ! 

View,  with  unblufhing  front,  undaunted  heart, 
The  callous  harlot  in  the  open  day 
Adminifler  her  poifons,  ’mid ft  a  rout 
Scarcely  Ids  bold  or  poifon’d  than  herfelf ! 

View,  and  with  eyes  that  will  not  hold  the  tear 
In  gentle  pity  gufliing  for  fuch  griefs, — * 
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\  lew,  the  young  wretch,  as  yet  unfledg’d  in  vice 
Juft  (hackled  here,  and  by  the  veteran  throng  ’ 
in  every  infamy  and  every  crime 

Grey  and  infulting,  quickly  taught  to  dare. 
Harden’d  hke  them  in  guilt’s  opprobrious  fchool  • 
Lach  bafhi  u!  lentiment,  incipient  grace. 

Each  yet  reraorfeful  thought  of  right  and  wron- 
i  lurder  d  and  buried  in  his  darken’d  heart  !— 
Hear  how  thofc  veterans  clank,— ev’n  jovial  clank 
—ouch  is  obduracy  and  vice,— their  chains*  ! 
Hear,  how  with  curfes  hoarfe  and  vauntings  bold. 
Each  I  pints  up,  encourages  and  dares 
Ilis  defperate  fellow  to  more  defperate  proofs 
Ot  future  hardy  enterprize  ;  to  plans 
Of  death  and  ruin  !  Not  exulting  more 
Heroes  or  chiefs  for  noble  a£!s  renown’d. 

Holding  high  converfe,  mutually  relate  * 

Gallant  achievements  worthy,  than  the  Tons 
Ot  plunder  and  ot  rapine  here  recount 

*  This  circumft^ce  is  flightly  mentioned  before  ;  and 
a  tides  to  a  faft  equally  fingular  and  difguftful.  The  rat- 
thng  of  their  fetters  is  frequently,  and  in  a  wanton  manner, 
pra&ifed  amongft  feme  of  the  word  offenders;  as  if  an  amufe- 
mem,  or  to  (hew  their  infenfibility  to  (liame  How  (hocking 
to  lee  human  nature  thus  in  ruins  !  Here  it  is  emphatically  fo 

worfe  than  m  bedlam,  as  Madnefi  with  reafon  is  more  dread- 
iul  than  without  it  i 

On 
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On  peaceful  life  their  devaluations  wild  ; 
Theirdangers,hair-breadth’icapes,  atrocious  feats, 
Confederate,  and  confederating  dill 
In  fchemes  of  deathful  horror  !  Who,  furpriz’d. 
Can  fuch  effects  contemplate,  upon  minds 
Edrang’d  to  good;  fermenting  on  the  lees 
Of  pregnant  ill ;  affociate  and  combin’d 
In  intercourfe  infernal,  rcdlefs,  dire; 

And  goading  condant  each  to  other’s  thoughts 

o  o  o 

To  deeds  of  defperation  from  the  tale 
Of  vaunted  infamy  oft  told  :  fad  fruit 

Of  the  mind’s  vacancy  ! - And  to  that  mind 

Employment  none  is  offer’d  :  not  an  hour 
To  fecret  recollection  is  affign’d  ; 

No  feafonable  found  inftruftion  brought, 

Food  for  their  thoughts,  felf-gnawing.  Not  the  day 
To  reft  and  duty  dedicate,  finds  here 
Or  reft  or  duty  ;  revel’ d  off,  unmark’cl ; 

Or  like  the  others  undidinguifh’d,  fave 
By  riot’s  roar,  and  felf-conluming  floth  ! 

For  ufeful  occupation  none  is  found, 

Benevolent  t’  employ  their  liftlefs  hands. 

With  indolence  fatigued  !  Thus  every  day 
Anew  they  gather  Guilt’s  corrofive  ruft  ; 

Each  wretched  day  accumulates  frefh  ills; 

And  horribly  advanc’d  ,  flagitious  grown 
From  faulty,  they  go  forth,  tenfold  of  Hell 
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Moie  the  devotee!  children  :  to  the  ftate 
,£enfo!l1  m°re  dangerous  and  envenom’d  foes 
1  han  fir  ft  they  enter’d  this  improving  fchool  ! 
So,  cag’d  and  fcanty  fed,  or  taught  to  rage 
By  taunting  infults,  more  ferocious  burft° 

On  man  the  tyger  or  hyaena  race 

Ficm  lell  confinement;  and,  with  hunger  urg’d, 

Gnafh  their  dier  fangs,  and  drench  themfelves°in 

^  [blood. 

But,  fhould  the  felon  fierce,  th’  abandon’d  train 

^v7hoie  inroads  on  the  human  peace  forbid, 
Alraofi:  forbid  Companion’s  mild  regard; 

(\  et,  ali  !  what  man  with  fellow-men  can  fall 
So  low,  as  not  to  claim  foft  pity’s  care  !) 

Should  thefe  aught  jufiify  the  rigid  voice, 

Which  to  fevere  confinement’s  durance  dooms 
Infallible  the  body  and  the  foul 
Bo  bjtteieft,  fureft  ruin,  fliall  we  not 
With  generous  indignation  execrate 
The  cruel  indilcriminating  law. 

Which  turns  misfortune  into  guilt  and  curfe, 

And  with  the  felon  harden’d  in  his  crimes 
Ranks  the  poor  haplefs  debtor?— Debt’s  not  guilt: 
Alas  !  the  worthieft  may  incur  the  ftroke 
Of  worldly  infelicity  !  What  man, 

Blow  high  foe  ei  he  builds  his  earthly  neft, 

Can  claim  fecurity  from  fortune’s  change, 
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Or  boa  ft  him  of  to-morrow  !  Of  the  eaft 
Greateft  and  chief,  lo  !  humbled  in  the  duft. 
Sits  Job  the  fportof  mifery  !  Wealthieft  late 
Of  all  bleft  Araby’s  mod  wealthy  fons, 

He  wants  a  potfherd  now  to  ferape  his  wounds; 
He  wants  a  bed  to  fhrowd  his  tortur’d  limbs. 

And  only  finds  a  dunghill  !  Creditor, 

Wouldft  thou  add  forrows  to  this  borrowing  man  ? 

O 

Tear  him  from  ev’n  his  dunghill,  and  confine 
’Midft  recreant  felons  in  a  Britifh  jail  ! — . 

Oh  Britifh  in  humanity  !  Ye  climes, 

Ye  foreign  climes— Be  not  the  truth  proclaim’d 
Within  your  ftreets,  nor  be  it  heard  or  told  ; 
Left  ye  retort  the  cruelty  we  urge, 

And  fcornthe  boafted  mildnefs  of  our  laws ! 

Bleft  be  the  hour, — amidft  my  depth  of  woe, 
Amidft  this  perturbation  of  my  foul, 

God  of  my  life,  I  can,  I  will  exult  !•<— 

Bleft  be  the  hour,  that  to  my  humble  thought 
Thy  fpirit,  facred  fource  of  every  good, 

Brought  the  fublime  idea,  to  expand 
By  charity,  the  angels  grace  divine. 

The  rude,  relentlefs,  iron  prifon-gates, 

And  give  the  pining  debtor  to  the  world, 

His  weeping  family,  and  humble  home  ! 

Bleft  be  the  hour,  when,  heedful  to  my  voice 

Bearing 


9o 


"Thoughts  in  Vrifon . 

Bearing  the  prifoners  fad  %hs  to  thei^  ears, 

1  lion  lands,  with  foft  commiferation  touch’d, 

Delighted  to  go  forth,  and  vifit  glad 

Tnole  prifoners  in  their  woe,  and  fet  them  free  ! 

^  God  of  the  merciful  !  Thou  haft  announc’d 
mercy,  thy  firft,  dearefl  attribute, 

Chofen  beatitude.  Oh  pour  the  dew, 
d  ue  foftering  dew  of  mercy  on  their  gifts. 

Their  rich  donations  grateful!  May  the  prayers 
Of  thole  enfranchis’d  by  their  bounteous  zeal 
Anfe  propitious  for  them  !  and,  when  hears’d 
In  death  s  coid  arms  this  haplefs  frame  fhali  lie, 

I  he  generous  tear,  perchance,  not  quite  with¬ 
held  ; — . 

When  friendly  memory  to  reflexion  brings 
My  humble  efforts  and  my  mournful  fate  ; 

On  liable  bafis  founded,  may  the  work 
Diffuse  its  good  through  ages  !  nor  withhold 
Ids  lefcuing  intiuence,  till  the  hour  arrives 
M  hen  wants,  and  debts,  andficknefs  are  no  more, 
And  univerfal  freedom  bleffeth  all  ! 

But,  till  that  hour,  on  reformation’s  plan, 

Yc  generous  fons  of  fympathy,  intent, 

Boldly  Hand  forth.  1  he  caufe  may  well  demand, 
And  juflify  full  well  your  nobleft  zeal. 

Religion, 
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Religion,  policy,  your  country’s  good, 

And  chriftian  pity  for  the  fouls  of  men, 

To  prifons  call  you ;  call  to  cleanfe  away 
The  filth  of  thefe  foul  dens  ;  to  purge  from  guilt, 
And  turn  them  to  morality’s  fairfchool. 

Nor  deem  impoffible  the  great  attempt, 
Augaean  tho’  it  feem  :  yet  not  beyond 
The  ftrength  of  thole  that,  likeAlcides,  aim 
High  to  be  rank’d  amidfl  the  godlike  few, 

Who  fnine  eternal  on  fame’s  amplefl  roll : 
Honour’d  with  titles,  far  beyond  the  firft 
Which  proudefl  monarchs  of  the  globe  can  give ; 
((  Saviours  and  benefa&ors  of  mankind  1” 


Hail,  generous  Hanway  !  To  thy  noble  plan, 
Sage  fympathetic  *  ,  let  the  mufe  fubferibe. 
Rejoicing,!  [n  the  kind  purfuit,  good  luck 
She  wifheth  thee,  and  honour.  Could  her  {train 
Ernbellifh  aught,  or  aught  affift  they  toils 
Benevolent,  ’twould  cheer  her  lonely  hours, 

And  make  the  dungeon  fmile.  But  toils  like  thine 
Need  no  ernbellifh ment;  need  not  the  aid 
Of  mufe  or  feeble  verfe.  Reafon-approv’d 
And  charity-fuflain’d,  firm  will  they  {land, 


*  See  Mr.  Hanway’s  pamphlet,  entituled,  u 
u  Imprifonment.” 
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Under  his  fanffion,  who  on  mercy’s  works 
E,  er  looks  complacent  ;  and  his  Tons  on  earth, 
Ills  cholen  lens,  with  angel-zeal  infpires 
1  o  plan  and  to  fupport.  And  thine  well-plann’d? 
Shall  be  fupported.  Pity  for  thy  brow, 

With  policy  the  fage,  fhall  fhortly  twine 
1  he  garland,  worthier  far  than  that  of  oak, 

So  fam’d  in  ancient  Rome — the  meed  of  him 
Who  fav’d  a  fingle  citizen.  More  blefs’d 
Religion  mild,  with  gentle  mercy  join’d, 

Shall  hail  thee — for  the  citizens,  the  fouls 
Innumerous  reftor’d  to  God,  the  Rate, 
Themfelves,  and  focial  life,  by  folitude ; 
Devotion’s  parent,  Recollection’ s  nurfe, 

Source  of  repentance  true  ;  of  the  mind’s  wounds 
The  deepeft  prober,  but  the  fafefl  cure  *  ! 


Hail,  facred  folitude  !  Thefe  are  thy  works, 
T  rue  fource  of  good  fupreme  !  Thy  bleil  effects 
Already  on  my  mind’s  delighted  eye 
Open  beneficent.  E’en  now  I  view 
The  revel-rout  difpers’d;  each  to  his  cell 
Admitted,  fdent !  The  obftreperous  cries 
Worfe  than  infernal  yells;  the  clank  of  chains— 
Opprobrious  chains,  to  man  levere  difgrace, 


Vide  Taylor's  Ho’y  Living  and  Dying,  part  ii.  p.  41. 
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Hufh’cl  in  calm  order,  vex  the  ears  no  more  ! 
While,  in theirftead,  reflexion’s  deep-drawn fighs, 
And  prayers  of  humble  penitence  are  heard, 

To  heaven  well  -pleaflng,  in  loft  whifpers  round  ! 
No  more,  ’rnidfl  wanton  idlenefs,  the  hours 
Drag  wearifome  and  flow  :  kind  induftry 
Gives  wings  and  weight  to  every  moment’s  fpeed; 
Each  minute  marking  with  a  golden  thread 
Of  moral  profit.  Harden’d  vice  no  more 
Communicates  its  poiion  to  the  fouls 
Of  young  aflociates,  nordiffufes  wide 
A  peftilential  taint.  Still  thought  pervades 
The  inmoft  heart  :  inftru&ion  aids  the  thought ; 
And  blefl:  religion  with  life-giving  ray 
Shines  on  the  mind  iequefter’d  in  its  gloom; 
Difclofing  glad  the  golden  gates,  thro’  which 
Repentance,  led  by  faith,  may  tread  the  courts 
Of  peace  and  reformation  !  Cheer’d  and  chang’d, 
— His  happy  days  of  quarantine  perform’d — 

Lo,  from  his  folitude  the  captive  comes 
New-born,  and  opes  once  more  his  grateful  eyes 
On  day,  on  life,  on  man,  a  fellow  man  ! 

Hail  facred  folitude  !  from  thee  alone 
Flowthefehigh  bleflings.  Nor be’t deem’d fcvere, 
Such  fequeftration  ;  deflin’cl  to  retrieve 
The  mental  lapfe ;  and  to  its  powers  reftore 
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The  Heaven-born  foul,  encrufted  with  foul  guilt: 
yTis  tendered:  mercy,  ’tis  humanity 
Yearning  with  kindlieft  foftnels  :  while  her  arm 
From  ruin  plucks,  effectuates  the  releafe, 

And  gives  a  ranfom’d  man  to  earth — to  Heaven  ! 

To  the  fick  patient,  ftruggling  in  the  jaws 
Of  obilinate  dileafe,  e’er  knew  we  yet 
Grateful  and  pleafing  from  phydcian’s  hand 
The  rough,  but  falutary  draught  ? — For  that 
Do  we  withhold  the  draught?  and,  falfely  kind. 
Hang  fighing  o’er  our  friend,— allow’d  to  tofs 
On  the  hot  fever’s  bed,  rave  on  and  die, 
Unmedicin’d,  unreliev’d? — But  fages^  fay, 
Where  is  the  medicine  ?  Who  will  prefcribe  a  cure. 
Or  adequate  to  this  corroding  ill, 

Or  in  its  operation  milder  found  ? 

See,  on  old  Thames’s  waves  indignant  ride, 

In  fullen  terror,  yonder  fable  bark, 

By  flate-phyficians  lately  launch’d,  and  hight 
Juflrtia  *  !  Dove-eyed  Pity,  if  thou  canff 

*  The  Author  feems  chiefly  to  have  formed  hisideaof  the 
mode  oftreating  convicts  on  the  Thames  from  a  late  pamphlet 
publifhed  by  Dr.  Smith  :  But  we  are  informed  that  the  evils 
here  complained  of  have  been  already,  in  a  great  meafure, 
and.  we  trufi  will  foon  be  wholly,  removed. 
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That  bark  afcend  with  me,  and  let  us  learn 
How,  temper’d  with  her  fitter  Mercy,  there 
Reigns  juftice  ;  and,  effective  to  the  ill 
Inveterate  grown,  her  lenient  aid  Supplies . 

And  rolls  this  bark  on  Thames’s  generous  Hood _ 

Flood  that  wafts  freedom,  wafts  the  high-born  funs 
Of  gallant  liberty  to  every  land  ? 

See  the  chain’d  Britons,  fetter’d  man  by  man  ! 
See  in  the  fti fled  hold — excluded  whence 
Man’s  common  bleffing,  air  ne’er  freely  breathes— 
They  mingle,  crowded  ! — To  our  pamper’d  Heeds 
Inferior  how  in  lodging  !  Tainted  food 
And  poiion’d  fumes  their  life-fpringsftagnate  rank 
They  reel  aloft  for  breath  :  their  tottering  limbs 
Bend  weak  beneath  the  burden  of  a  frame 
Corrupted,  burning;  with  blue  feverous  fpots 
Contagious  ;  and,  unequal  to  the  toil, 

Urg’d  by  tafk-mafters  vehement,  fevere, 

On  the  chill  fand-bank  ! — by  defpair  and  paiq 
^Vom  down  and  wearied,  fome  their  bein<T  curfe 
And  die,  devoting  to  deftruftion’s  rage 
Society’s  whole  race  detefted  !  Some, 

More  mild,  gafp  out  in  agonies  of  foul 
Their  loath’d  exigence  ;  which  norphyfic’s  aid, 
Nor  iweet  religion’s  interpofing  fmile. 

Soothes  with  one  ray  of  comfort !  Gracious  God  ! 

And 
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And  this  is  mercy !— Thus,  from  fentenc’d  death 
Britons  in  pity  refpite,  to  redore 

Ana  moralize  mankind  !  Correction  this, 
jud;  Heaven,  defign’d  lor  reformation’s  end  ! 


\  e  ilaves,  that  bred  in  tyranny’s  domains 
Toil  at  the  gallies,  how  fupremely  bled. 


How  exquidte  yonr  lot  (fo  much  deplor’d 
By  haughty  fons  of  freedom)  to  the  fate 
Experienqd  hourly  by  her  free-born  fons. 

In  our  Britannia’s  vaunted  reddence^ 

Sole,  chofen  reddence  of  faith  redn’d. 

And  genuine  liberty  !  Ye  fenators, 

\  e  venerable  fages  of  the  law, 

In  jud  relentment  for  your  country’s  fame, 

Wipe  oft  this  contradictory  reproach 
To  manners,  and  to  poliev  like  yours ! 

CorreCt,  but  to  amend  :  ’Tis  God’s  own  plan* 
CorreCt,  but  to  reform  ;  then  give  to  men 
The  means  of  reformation  !  Then,  redord 
To  recolleCtion,  to  himlelf,  to  God, 

The  criminal  will  blefs  your  laving  hand  ; 

*  There  is  a  thought  in  Lucan  to  the  fame  purpofe,  elegantly 
expreffed  : 

“  Felices  Arabes,  Medique,  Eoaque  Tellus, 

“  Quam  fub  perpetuis  tenuerunt  fata  tyrannis. 
u  Ex  populis,  qui  regna  ferunt,  Sors  ultima  noftra  eft, 
6i  Quos  fervire  pudet.51  Pkarfal,  Lib.  7. 
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And,  brought  to  reafon,  to  religion  brought, 
Will  own  that  fblitude,  as  folely  apt 
For  work  lb  folemn,  has  that  work  atchiev’d, 
Miraculous,  and  perfect  of  his  cure. 

Ah  me  !— to  fentiments  like  thefe  eftrang’d, 
Eftrang’d,  as  ignorant, — and  never  pent 
Till  this  fad  chance  within  a  prifon’ s  wall. 

With  what  deep  force,  experienc’d,  can  I  urge 
The  truths  momentous  !  How  their  power  I  feel 
In  this  my  folitude,  in  this  lone  hour. 

This  melancholy  midnight  hour  of  thought, 
Encircled  with  th’ unhappy  !  firmly  clos’d 
Each  barricaded  door,  and  left,  juft  God, 

Oh  ble fling — left  to  penfivenefs  and  Thee  I 

\ 

\ 

To  me  how  high  a  blefling  !  Nor  contains 
Secluflon  aught  of  punilhment :  to  mix 
With  wretches  here  were  punilhment  indeed  ! 
How  dread  a  punifhment ! — In  life’s  beft  days. 
Of  all  moft  chofen,  valued  and  belov’d, 

Was  loft  retirement’s  feafon.  From  youth’s  dawn 
To  folitude  inur’d,  u  ne’er  lefs  alone 
Than  when  alone,”  with  him  fo  truly  fam’d 
In  wifdom’s  fchool,  my  heart  could  ever  beat 
Glad  unifon.  To  meditation’s  charms. 

Pleas’d  votary,  how  have  pafs’dmy  fweeteft  hours 

F  In 
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In  her  fecrete  and  calm  fociety  I 
Still  Meditation,  Solitude’s  fair  child, 

Man  s  dearefl  friend, — O  happy  he  the  time 
That  introduc’d  ine  to  the  hallow’d  train  ; 

That  taught  me,  thro’  thy  genial  leffons  fage, 
My  bell,  my  trueft  dignity  to  place 
In  thought,  reiledlion  deep,  and  ftudious  fearch, 
Divineft  recreations  of  the  mind  ! 

C;ji,  happy  be  the  day  which  gave  that  mind 
Learning  s  fir  ft  tindlure- — bleft  thy  foftering  care, 
1  hou  moft  belov’d  of  parents,  worthieft  fire  ! 
Which,  tafte-infpiring,  made  the  letter’d  page 
My  favourite  companion  :  moil  efteem’d, 

-And  moft  improving  !  Almoft  from  the  day 
Of  earlieft  childhood  to  the  prefent  hour 
Of  gloomy,  black  misfortune,  books,  dear  books, 
Have  been,  and  are,  my  comforts.  Morn  and  night, 
Adverfity,  profperity,  at  home, 

Abroad,  health,  ficknefs, — good  or  ill  report, 
The  fame  firm  friends ;  the  fame  refrefbment  rich, 
And  fource  of  confolation  !  Nay,  e’en  here 
Their  magic  power  they  lofe  not :  ftill  the  fame, 
Of  matchlefs  influence  in  this  prifon-houfe, 

U  nutterably  horrid  ;  in  an  hour 
Of  woe,  beyond  all  fancy’s  fi<ftions  drear. 


Drear 


\ 


1 'Thoughts  In  Prifon .  99 

Drear  hour! — What  is  it? — Loft  in  poignant 
Loft  in  the  retrofpe£lion  manifold  [thought, 

Of  thee,  lov’d  ftudy, — and  of  thee,  my  fire, 
Who,  to  the  fountain  fair  of  Science  led 
My  infant  feet,— I  lofe  all  count  of  time, 

I  lofe  myfelf.  Lift — ’tis  dread  midnight’s  hour. 
When  waking  fancy  (with  invention  wild 
By  ages  hallow’d)  hath  tofpirits  aftign’d 
— Spirits  of  dear  departed  friends — to  walk 
The  filent  gloom,  and  bring  us  from  the  dead 
Tales  harrowing  up  the  foul  aghaft  ! — And,  hark! 
Solemn  and  How  the  iron  tongue  of  night 
Refounds  alarming  ! — My  o’er-harrafs’d  foul, 
Confus’d,  is  loft  in  borrows:  down  mine  eyes 
Stream  the  full  tears,  diftrefs  is  all  alive, 

And  quick  imagination’s  pulfe  beats  high  ! 

“Dear  father,  is  it  thou?”  Methought  his  ghoft 
Glided  in  ftlence  by  me  !  Not  a  word, — 

While  mournfully  he  (hakes  his  dear  pale  face  ! 
O  Hay,  thou  much-lov’d  parent  !  flay,  and  give 
One  word  of  confolation  ;  if  allow’d 
To  ion,  like  whom  no  fon  hath  ever  lov’d. 

None  ever  buffer’d  !  See,  it  comes  a^ain  : 

Auguft  it  flits  acrofs  th’  aftonifh’d  room ! 

I  know  thee  well,  thy  beauteous  image  know: 
Dear  fpirit  flay,  and  take  me  to  the  world 

F  2  Where 
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W  here  thou  art.  And  where  thou  art,  oh  my  father, 
I  muft,  I  mu  ft  be  happy. — Every  day  [love, 

Thou  know’ll:,  remembrance  hath  embalm’d  thy 
And  wi fil’d  thy  prefence.  Melancholy  thought, 
At  laft  to  meet  thee  in  a  place  like  this  ! 

Oh  flay,  and  waft  me  inftant — But,  ’tis  gone, 

T  he  dear  delulion  !  He  nor  hears  my  words, 

My  filial  anxiety,  nor  regards 

My  pleading  tears.  ’Tvvas  but  a  coinage  vain 

Of  the  dift  emper’d  fancy  I  Gone,  ’tis  gone, 

And  here  Tm  left  a  trembling  wretch,  to  weep 
Unheard,  unpitied  left,  to  weep  alone  ! 

Nor  thou,  Maria,  with  me  !  Oh,  my  wife, 
And  is  this  bitter  with  the  bittereft  mix’d, 

That  I  muft  lofe  thy  heavenly  company, 

And  confolation  Toothing  !  Yet,  ’tis  bell  : 

Thy  tendernefs,  thy  prefence,  doth  but  wound 
And  flab  to  the  keenefl  quick  my  burfling  heart ! 
4<  I  have  undone  thee  P  Can  1  then  fuftain 
Thy  killing  afpeft,  and  that  tender  tear 
Which  fecret  Heals  a-down  thy  lovely  face, 
Diffembling  fmiles  to  cheer  me- — cheer  me,  Hea- 
Look  on  the  mighty  ruin  I  have  pluck’d,  [vens  ! 
Pluck’d  inftant,  unfufpe£ted,  in  the  hour 
Of  peace  and  dear  fecurity  on  her  head  ! 

And  where — O  where  can  cheerfulnefs  be  found  ? 
Mine  mult  be  mourning  ever*  Oh  my  wife, 

u  I  have 
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C(  I  have  undone  thee  !” — What  th’  infuriatehand 
Of  foes  vindictive  could  not  have  atchiev’d, 

In  mercy  would  not,  I  have  wrought!  I  hy  hufband! 
T  hy  hufband,  lov’d  with  fuch  unfhaken  truth, 
Thy  hufband,  lov’d  with  fuch  a  deady  flame. 
From  youth’s  firft  hour  ! — Ev’n  he  hath  on  thee 
pluck’d, 

On  thee,  his  foul’s  companion,  life’s  bed  friend, 
Such  defolation,  as  to  view  would  draw 
From  the  wild  favage  pity’s  deeped  groan  ! 

Yes,  yes,  thou  coward  mimic,  pamper’d  vice. 
High  praife  be  fure  is  thine.  Thou  had  obtain’d 
A  worthy  triumph  *  !  Thou  had  pierc’d  to  the 
A  weak,  an  amiable  female  heart,  [quick 

A  conjugal  heart  mod  faithful,  mod  attach’d  :* 
Yet  can  I  pardon  thee  :  for,  poor  buffoon, 

Thy  vices  mud  be  fed  ;  and  thou  mud  live. 
Luxurious  live,  a  foe  to  God  and  man  ; 
Commiffion’d  live,  thy  poifon  to  diffufe, 

And  taint  the  public  virtue  with  thy  crimes. 
Yes,  I  can  pardon  thee — low  as  thou  art, 

And  far  too  mean  an  objeT  ev’n  of  fcorn  ;  [known, 
For  thou  her  merits  knew’d  not.  Hadd  thou 

Alluding  to  the  character  of  Mrs.  Simony,  introduced 
by  Mr.  Foote  in  his  play  of  The  Cozeners. 
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I  hou5  callous  as  thou  art  to  every  fenfc 

Oi  human  feeling,  every  nobler  touch 

Of  generous  fenftbili'ty,*- — even  thou 

Could  ft  not  have  wanton  pierc’d  her  gentle  breafl 

But  at  a  d]  it  a  nee  awful  wouldft  have  flood, 

And,  like  thy  prototype  of  oldcft  time, 

A  iew  d  her  juft  virtues  pafs  in  triumph  by. 

And  own’d,  howe’er  relu&ant*—-—- 

Ma/ch  jc,  1777* 
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V 

The  Trial . 

DREAD’ST  thou  an  earthly  bar  >  Thou  who 

fo  oft 

In  contemplation  ferious  haft  employ’d 
Thy  deareft  meditations  on  a  bar 
T remendoully  deciftve  !  who  fo  oft. 

That  bar’s  important  terrors  haft  diiplay’d 
To  crowds  attentive  ;  with  the  folemn  theme 
Rapt  in  thought  profound — And  beats  thy  heart 
With  throbs  tumultuous — fail  thy  trembling, 
knees, 

Now  that  in  judgment  thou  muft  ftand  before 
Weak  mortals,  like  thy  fell,  and  loon  like  thee, 

F  4  Shivering 
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Shivering  with  guilt  and  apprehenfions  dire, 

1  o  anfwer  in  dread  judgment ’fore  their  God  f 

"What  gives  that  judgment  terror  ?  Guilt,  pal 
guilt; 

Confidence  accufing  ftern;  the  fiery  law, 

I  he  terrible  hand-writing  on  the  wall  ! 

But  vamfh  thefe,— that  mighty  day  Vman  found 
W  ho,  fmiling  on  confeflion’s  genuine  tear. 

The  meek  repentant  afpea,  and  the  hand 
With  ready,  perfea  retribution  fraught, 

L'rges  complete  his  ranfom,  and  fets  free 
Th  immortal  prifoner. — But,  ah  me  !  on  earth 
Such  golden  mercy  reigns  not :  here  is  found 
No  potent  day’s-man  ;  here  no  ranfom  full, 

Ao  clement  mediator.  Here  flern  law, 

With  viiage  all  unbending,  eyes  alone 
I  ne  rigorous  a£f.  Confeflion  here  is  guilt. 

And  reflitution  perfedf,  perfea  lofs  ! 

Ah  me  the  while,  here  men  the  judges  are; 

And  there,  th’Omnilcient  mercy’s  fource  and 

[fire am  ! 

I  riumphant  confolntion  !  Firm  in  faith. 

And  juftify’d  by  him  whole  precious  blood 
for  man  flow’d  liberal,  the  foul  fecure 
Of  future  acceptation  at  that  bar 
Ot  trial  moil  momentous,  foars  above 
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The  world’s  fevereft  trials  *,  and  can  view 
Serene  the  horrors  of  an  earthly  bar, 

*  The  verfes  fubjoined  were  written  by  the  King  of 
prulfia,  after  a  defeat,  when  one  of  his  general  officers  had 
propofed  to  fet  him  the  example  of  felf-deftiudlion  : 

Dans  ces  jours,  pleins  d’alarmes, 

La  conftance  et  la  fermete 
Sont  les  boucliers  et  les  armes 
Que  j’oppofe  a  l’adverfite: 

Que  le  Deftin  me  perfecute, 

Qu-ii  prepare  ou  hate  ma  chute, 

Le  danger  ne  peut  m’ebranler  ; 

Quand  le  vulgaire  eft  plein  de  crainte, 

Que  l’efperance  femble  eteinte, 

L’homme  fort  doit  fe  fignaler. 

A  friend  having  given  Dr.  Dodd  in  prifon  a  copy  of  thefe 
lines,  he  was  much  pleafed  with  them,  and  immediately  pa- 
raphrafed  them  as  follows  : 

In  thefe  fad  moments  of  fevere  diftrefs, 

When  dangers  threaten,  and  when  forrows  profs, 

For  my  defence  behold  what  arms  are  given — — 
Firmnefs  of  foul,  and  confidence  in  Heaven  ! 

With  thefe,  tho’  Fortune  hunt  me  thro’ the  land, 

Tho’  inftant,  utter  ruin  feem  at  hand, 

Compos’d  and  felf- col  le  £led  I  remain. 

Nor  ftart  at  perils,  nor  of  ills  complain. 

To  mean  defpair  the  low,  the  fervile  fly, 

When  Hope’s  bright  ftar  feems  darken’d  in  their  fky  : 
Then  ftiines  the  Chriftian,  and  delights  to  prove 
His  faith  unlliaken,  and  unchang’d  his  love  1 

f  5  Though 
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Though  far  than  death  more  horrid.  Yes,  kind 
How  preferable  far  thy  fight  to  me  !  fdeath 
Oh  that,  without  this  tedious,  dread  detail 
Ot  awful  circumflance, — this  long,  fad  pomp 
Of  mimftering  wretchednefs,  thy  friendly  fhaft 

Had  inftant  reach’d,  and  pierc’d  my  tortur’d 
heart  : 

How  had  I  blefs’d  the  ftroke,  and  been  at  peace  ! 
But  thio  a  dreary  avenue  of  woe, 

A  lengthen’d  vault  of  black  diftrefs  and  fhame. 
With  mournful  melancholy  fable  hung, 

Mu  ft  I  be  led  * or  ere  I  can  receive 
Thine  icy  comforts  to  my  chill’d  life’s  blood  1 

Welcome,  thrice  welcome  were  they.  But  the 
call 

Of  Heaven’s  dread  arbiter  we  wait :  His  will 
Ts  i  eflit ude  con i um m a te.  ’  i  is  the  will 
Parental  of  high  wildom  and  pure  love. 

J  hen  to  that  will  fubmiftive  bend,  my  foul : 
And,  while  meek  relignation  to  the  rod 
Corrective  of  his  juftice  and  his  love 

Segnius  in  it  ant  animos  cfemiiTa  peraurem, 

Qaam  qua;  funt  oculis  fubjefta  fidelibus,  et  qu^e 
Iple  fili  tradit  Spe&ator  !  pj0R 

Obedient 
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Obedient  bows,— Oh  for  impartial  fearcli  ! 

Oh  for  a  trial  drift,  to  trace  the  caufe, 

The  fatal  caufe,  whence  fprung  the  ill  deplor’d  ! 
And  why — fad  fpeftacle  of  woe— we  fland 
q' p us,  lin  and  forrow  iunk,  at  this  dread  bai  . 

Return,  bleft  hours — ye  peaceful  days,  return  ! 
When  thro’  each  office  of  celeftial  love 
Ennobling  piety  my  glad  feet  led 
Continual,  and  my  head  each  night  to  reft 
Lull’d  on  the  downy  pillow  of  content  ! 

IDear  were  thy  fhades,  O  Ham,  and  deal  the  lioui  s 
In  manly  muling  ’midft  thy  forefts  pafs’d, 

And  antique  woods  of  fober  fohtudc, 

Oh  Epping,  witnefs  to  my  lonely  walks 
By  Heaven-direfted  contemplation  led 
Ye  days  of  duty,  tranquil  nights,  return  ! 

How  ill  exchang’d  for  thofe,  which  bufier  feenes 
To  the  world’s  follies  dedicate,  engrolVd, 

In fpecious  trifling;  all  important  deem’d, 

While  guilt,  O  Chefterfield,  with  feeming  gold 
Of  prime  refinement,  thro’  thy  foftering  {mile, 
And  patronage  aufpicious  i 

Sought  by  thee, 

And  fingled  out,  unpatroniz’d,  unknown; 

By  thee,  whofe  tafte  confummate  was  applaufc, 

F  6  Whofe 
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Whofe  approbation  merit ;  forth  I  came, 

And  with  me  to  the  talk,  delighted,  brought 
The  upright  purpofe,  the  intention  firm 
I  o  fill  the  charge,  to  juftify  the  choice. 
Perchance  too  flattering  to  my  heart ;  a  heart 
Fiank,  inexpert,  unhackney’d  in  the  world, 

And  yet  eftrang’d  to  guile  !  But  ye,  more  lkill’d 
In  that  world  s  artful  ftyle,  judges  levere  ; 

Say,  in  tne  zenith  of  bright  Stanhope’s  fun 
(  Though  fet  that  fun,  alas,  in  mifty  clouds  !) 
Say  ’midft  his  hi  ft  re,  whom  would  not  that  choice 
PIa\  e  flattei  d  ?  and  fti II  more,  when  urg’d,  ap- 
prov  d,  [friend; 

And  blels’d  by  thee,  St.  David’s  1  Honour’d 
Alike  in  wifdom’s  and  in  learning’s  fchool  [fad 
Advanc’d  and  fage  1— Short  paufe,  my  mufe,  and 
Allow,  while  leaning  on  affeftion’s  arm 
Deep-fighing  Gratitude,  with  tears  of  truth. 
Bedews  the  urn,  tne  happy  urn,  where  reft 
Mingled  thy  alhes,  oh  my  friend  ;  and  hers 
Whofe  life  bound  up  with  thine  in  amitv 
Indiffolubly  firm,  felt  thy  laft  pang 
Difrupting  as  her  own  ;  gently  figh’d  forth 
The  precious  boon  :  while  fprungher  faithfulfoul. 
Indignant  without  thee  to  reft  below. 

On  wings  of  love,  to  meet  thee  in  the  Ikies! 


/ 
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Bleft  pair  !  and  envied!  Envied  and  embalm’d 
In  our  recording  memory,  my  wife, 

My  friend,  my  lov’d  Maria,  be  our  lot 
Like  theirs!  — But  foft,  — ah  my  foreboding 
thoughts ! 

O 

Reprefs  the  gufliing  tear  return,  my  fong. 

Plac’d  thus,  and  flicker'd  underneath  a  tree, 
Which  feem’d  like  that  in  viftons  of  the  night 
To  Babylonia’s  haughty  prince  pourtray’d, 
Whofe  height  reach’d  Heaven,  and  whole  verdant 
boughs 

Extended  wide  their  fuccour  and  their  fhade. 
How  did  I  truft,  too  confident  1  How  dream 
♦  That  fortune’s  fmiles  were  mine-,  and  how  de¬ 
ll  y  gradual  declenfion  yield  my  truft,  [cciv  d, 
My  humble  happy  truft:  on  Thee,  my  God  ! 
How  ill  exchang’d  for  confidence  in  man. 

In  Chefterfields,  in  princes  !-^Wider  feenes, 
Alps  (till  on  Alps  were  open’d  to  my  view ; 

And,  as  the  circle  in  the  flood  enlarg  d, 

Enlarg’d  expences  call.  Fed  to  the  full 
\yith  flattery’s  light  food*,  and  the  puff’d  wind 

Of 

*  So  pray  fen  babes  the  peacock’s  Harry  traine. 

And  wondren  at  bright  Argus’  blazing  eye; 

But  who  rewards  him  e’er  the  more  for  thy  ?  Or 
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Ot  piomifes  delufive — - — Onward 
“  Prefs  onward,”  cried  the  world’s  alluring  voice  ; 
“  1  he  time  of  retribution  is  at  hand  : 

“  See  theriPe  vintage  waits  thee  !”Fool  and  blind, 
otill  ciedulous  I  heard,  and  ftill  purfued 

J  he  airy  meteor  glittering  thro’  the  mire, 

Ihio  brake  and  bog,  till  more  and  more  ingulph’d 
In  the  deceitful  quag,  floundering  I  lav. 

Nor  heard  was  then  the  world’s  alluring  voice. 

Or  promiles  delufive  :  then  not  been 
The  tree  umbrageous,  with  its  ample  fhade  : 

Foi  me,  alas,  that  tree  had  fhade  no  more  ! 

.But,  ftruggling  in  the  gulph,  my  languid  eye 
Saw  only  round  the  barren  rufhy  moor, 

The  flat,  wide  dreary  defart  : — Till  a  hope, 
Drefs’d  by  the  tempter  in  an  angel’s  form, 

Prefen  ting  its  fair  hand,— imagin’d  fair, 

I  hough  foul  as  murkieft  Hell,  to  drag  me  forth, 
Down  to  the  centre  plung’d  me,  dark  and  dire 
Of  howling  ruin  ; — bottomlefs  abyfs 
Of  defoliating  fhame,  and  namelels  wToe  ! 

Or  feeds  him  oace  the  fuller  by  a  gra'ne  ? _ ~ 

Sike  praife  is  fmoke,  that  iheddeth  in  the  fkie, 

Sike  words  been  winde,  and  waifen  foon  in  vaine. 

Spenser. 
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But,  witnefs  Heaven  and  earth,  ’mid ft  this  brief 
ftage, 

This  blafting  period  of  my  chequer  cl  life, 

Tho’  by  the  world’s  gay  vanities  allur’d, 

1  danc’d,  too  oft,  alas,  with  the  wild  rout 
Of  thou  Hit  lefs  fellow-mortals,  to  the  found 

O 

Of  folly’s  tinkling  bells ;  tho’  oft,  too  oft 
Thofe  paftimes  fhar’d  enervating,  which  ill 
. — Howe’er  by  fome  judg’d  innocent, — become 
Religion’s  iober  character  and  garb  : 

Tho’  oft,  too  oft,  by  weak  compliance  led, 
External  feemings,  and  the  ruinous  bait 
Of  fmooth  politenefs,  what  my  heart  condemn’d 
Unwife  it  praflis’d  ;  never  without  pang; 

Tho’  too  much  influenc’d  by  the  pleaflng  force 

Of  native  generofity,  uncurb’d 

And  unchaftis’d  (as  reafon,  duty  taught) 

Prudent  oeconomy,  in  thy  fober  fchool 
Of  parflmonious  ledlure  ;  ufefui  lore, 

And  of  prime  moment  to  our  worldly  weal ; 
—Yet  witnefs  Heaven  and  earth,  amidft  this 
dream, 

This  tranflent  vilion,  ne’er  fo  flept  my  foul, 

Or  facrific’d  my  hands  at  folly’s  fhrine, 

As  to  forget  Religion’s  public  toil, 

Study’s  improvement,  or  the  pleading  caufe 
Of  fuffering  humanity. — Gracious  God, 
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How  wonderful  a  compound,  mixture  ftranor 

1  £j  3 

incongruous,  inconliftent,  is  frail  man  ! 

Yes,  my  lov’d  Charlotte,  whofe  top-ftone  with 

j°y 

My  careful  hands  brought  forth,  what  time  expell’d 
From  Ham’s  loll  paradife,  and  driven  to  feck 
Another  place  of  reft  !  Yes,  beauteous  fane. 

To  bright  religion  dedicate,  thou  well 
My  happy  public  labours  canft  atteft, 

Unwearied  and  fuccefsful  in  the  caufe, 

The  glorious,  honour’d  caufe  of  Him,  whofe  love 
Bled  for  the  human  race.  Thou  canft  atteft 
The  Sabbath-days  delightful,  when  the  throng 
Crowded  thy  hallow’d  walls  with  eager  joy, 

To  hear  truth  evangelical  ;  the  found 
Of  gofpel  comfort  !  When  attentive  fat, 

Or  at  the  holy  altar  humbly  knelt, 

Perfuaftve,  plealing  patterns — Athol’s  Duke, 
The  polifh’d  Hervey,  Kingfton  the  humane, 
Aylelbury  and  Marchmont,  Romney  all-rever’d  ; 
With  numbers  more — by  lplended  titles  lefs 
Than  piety  diftinguilh’d  and  pure  zeal. 

Nor,  ’midft  this  public  duty’s  bleft  difeharge, 
Pafs’d  idle,  unimproving,  unemploy’d, 

My  other  days ;  as  if  the  Sabbath’s  talk 

Fulfill’d, 
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FullfiPd,  the  bufinefs  of  the  week  was  clone, 

Or  felf-allow’d.  Witnefs,  thrice  holy  book, 
Pure  tranfcript  of  th’  Eternal  Will  to  man  : 
Witnefs  with  what  ailiduous  care  1  turn’d 
Daily  the  hallow’d  page  ;  with  what  deep  fearch 
Explor’d  thy  facred  meaning ;  thro’  the  round 
Of  learn’d  expofitors  and  grave  trod  flow, 

And  painfully  deliberating  ;  the  while 
My  labours  unremitting  to  the  world 
Convey’d  inftruftion  large  ; — and  fhall  convey, 
When  moulders  in  the  grave  the  feeble  hand, 
The  head,  the  heart,  that  gavethofelabours^birth. 

Oh  happy  toil,  oh  labours  well  employ’d, 

Oh  fweet  remembrance  to  my  fickening  ioul, 
Bieft  volumes  I  Nor  tho’  levell’d  in  the  duft 
Of  felf- annihilation,  fit  all  my  foul 
Ceafe  to  rejoice,  or  thy  preventive  grace  . 
Adoring  laud,  Fountain  of  every  good  ! 

For  that  no  letter’d  poifon  ever  ftain’d 
My  page,  how  weak  foe’er ;  for  that  my  pen, 
However  humble,  ne’er  has  trac’d  a  line 
Of  tendency  immoral,  whofe  black  guilt 
It  well  miffht  wifli  to  blot  with  tears  of  blood. 
Dear  to  the  chriftian  fhall  my  little  works, 

— -Effulions  of  a  heart  fincere,  devote 

*  Alluding  to  “  Commentary  on  the  Bible,”  in  three  vo¬ 
lumes,  folio. 
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o  God  and  duty,  happily  furvive 
1  heir  wretched  mailer;  and  thro’ lengthen’d  years 
To  fouls  oppreft,  comfort’s  fweet  balm  impart, 
And  teach  the  pcnfive  mourner  how  to  die 


Thou  too,  bleft  Charity,  whofe  golden  key 
So  liberal  unlocks  the  pnfon’s  gate 

At  the  poor  debtor’s  call ;  oh,  witnefs  thou, 

I  o  cruel  taxers  of  my  time  and  thought, 

Au  was  not  loft,  all  were  not  mifemploy’d, 

In  or  all  humanity’s  fair  rights  forqot : 

Since  thou,  fpontancous  effort  of  the  laft, 

My  pity’s  child,  and  by  the  firft  matur’d, 
Amidft  this  flattering,  fatal  aera  rofe; 

Rofe  into  being,  to  perfection  rofe, 

Beneath  my  humble  foftering  ;  and  at  length 
Grown  into  public  favour,  thou  fhalt  live; 

And  endlefs  good  difFufe,  when  fleeps  in  duft 
I  hy  haplefs  founder  now,  by  direft  fate, 

Lock  d  in  a  prifon,  whence  thy  bounty  fets, 
And  fhall — oh  comfort — long  fet  thoufands  free. 

Happy,  thrice  happy,  had  my  aClive  zeal,— 
Already  deem’d  too  a  Clive  chance,  by  fome, 
Whofe  frozen  hearts,  in  icy  fetters  bound 

-  Referring  to  “  Comfort  for  the  AfHi&ed,”  and  “  Re- 
“  fle&ions  on  Death.- ” 
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Of  fordid  felfifbnefs,  ne’er  felt  the  warmth. 

The  genial  warmth  of  pure  benevolence, 

Love’s  ardent  flame  afpiring; — had  that  flame 
Kindled  my  glowing  zeal  into  effeft. 

And  to  thy  counterpart cxiftence  giv’n, 

Lov’d 

&  He  intended  to  have  eftablifhcd  a  u  Charity  for  the 
*i  Loan  of  Money,  without  intei  eft,  toinduftrious  tradefmen. ” 
Heccffary  papers  for  that  end  were  coileCled  from  Dublin, 
&c.  and  the  following  addrefs,  which  he  wrote  and  inferted 
in  the  Public  Ledger  of  the  lft  January,  1776,  will,  in  iome 
meafure,  explain  his  purpofe  : 

To  the  Wealthy  in  the  Commercial  World • 

I  HAVE  often  wifhed  moft  fincerely  to  fee  a  charitable  fund 
eftabliftied  in  this  great  and  trading  city,  for  the  beneficent 
purpofe  of  “  lending  to  honeft  and  induftrious  Tradefmen 
“  fmall  Turns  without  intereft,  and  on  a  reafonable  fecu- 

iC 

The  benefits  which  would  arife  from  fuch  an  eftablifliment 
are  too  obvious  to  need  enumeration.  Almoft  every  news¬ 
paper  tends  more  and  more  to  convince  me  of  the  neceffity  of 
fuch  a  plan  ;  for  in  almoft  every  news-paper  we  read  Adver- 
tifements  from  Tradefmen,  foliciting  little  Turns  in  their  di- 
ftrefs  j  and  offering-poor  unhappy  men  !  even  premiums  for 
thofe  little  Turns. 

It  is  not  poftible  but  that  perfons  occupied  in  trade  and 
commerce  muft  feel  for  the  difficulties  of  their  brethren,  and 
be  ready  to  promote  the  undertaking  I  would  wifli  to  recom¬ 
mend,  although  on  no  interefted  motives  3— for  I  am  no 

tradefinan, 
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Lov  d  inflitution  ;  with  its  guardian  aid 
1  rotedling  from  the  prifon’s  ruinous  doors, 
.Thoie  whom  thy  kindly  mercy  refcues  thence  ! 
Or,  had  that  zeal,  on  firm  foundation  fix’d 

tradcfnan,  nor  can  any  way  be  benefited  by  the  plan. 
Pure  good-will,  and  a  compaifionate  refpedt  to  the  hard- 
Alps  and  diftreffes  of  my  fellow-creatures  actuate  my  heart  : 
And  fiom  thefe  motives,  I  lhall  be  happy  to  proceed  upon, 
«nd  profecute  this  plan,  with  all  the  efforts  and  aifiduity  I  am 
able,  if  it  fliali  be  approved  by  the  benevolent,  and  they 
will  tcftify  that  approbation,  and  defire  of  concurrence,  by 
a  line  directed  to  D.  at  Anderton’s  Coffee  houfe,  Flect-flreet. 
In  confequence  of  which,  fhould  a  probability  of  fuccefs  ap¬ 
pear,  a  meeting  fhall  fpeedily  be  advertifed  in  the  papers, 
and  all  meafures  purfued  to  put  the  good  deftgn  into  immedi¬ 
ate  execution,  which  o*  fuch  a  meeting  may  be  judged  ad- 
vifeable.  It  may  be  proper  juft  to  obferve,  that  in  many 
cities  abroad, — at  Rome  in  particular, — there  are  inftitutions 
of  this  fort :  and  there  has  been  one  eftablifhed  for  manv  vears 

J  J 

at  Dublin,  which  is  found  productive  of  the  happieft  confe¬ 
ct  uences. 

It  is  made  in  feripture  one  charadteriftic  of  the  good  man, 
t(  that  he  is  merciful  and  lendeth  and  a  very  fmall  fum, 
thus  given  to  a  permanent  eftabliihment,  may  enable  a  man 
to  lend  for  perpetuity  ! 

How  can  we  better  begin  the  new  year,  my  worthy  and 
humane  countrymen,  than  by  entering  on  a  work,  which, 
may  draw  down  upon  us  God’s  bleffing,  by  our  charitable 
relief  to  many  fons  and  daughters  of  honeft  and  laborious 
iad uftry  H  u  m  a  n  i  t  y. 

Like 
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Like  tliine  my  favourite  Magdalen, — the  plan, 
Prefervative  of  tender  female  fame**, 

Fair  innocence  and  virtue,  from  thole  ills 
Deftruclive,  complicate,  which  only  find 
Relief  beneath  thy  hofpi table  roof, 

How  had  I  died  exulting  !  —  But,  oh  raife, 

Infpire  feme  godlike  fp irk,  fome  great  foul, 
Father  of  mercies,  of  all  love,  all  good 
Author  and  fini flier  ; — thele,  and  every  work 
Beneficent,  with  courage  to  purfue, 

With  wifdom  to  complete  !  Oh  crown  his  zeal ; 
While  lorrowing  human  nature,  by  his  hand 
Cherifh’d  and  footh’d,  to  lateft  times  fhall  tell, 
And  blefs  with  tears  of  gratitude  his  name  ! 

Mine  is  a  different  fate, — confefs’d,  juft  Judge, 
The  meed  of  human  mixture  in  my  works 
ImperfeT,  frail;  and  needing,  even  the  beft. 
Thy  pardon  and  the  cleanfing  of  thy  blood, 

Elfe  whence  the  frequent  retributions  bale. 
Calumnious  and  ungrateful,  for  the  deeds 
Of  private  pity  ?  Whence,  for  public  a£ls, 

*  “  A  plan  for  a  National  Female  Seminary”— fmce  found 
amongft  the  Author’s  papers ;  and  which  appears  to  have 
undergone  the  infpe&ion,  and  received  the  approbation  of 
fome  very  diftioguilhed  names. 


The 
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The  flab  opprobrious,  and  the  danders  vile  ? 

Or  whence,  at  this  dread  moment, — from  the  light 
Shrowd  mein  tenfold  darkncfs! — Mercy, Heavens! 

And  is  it  He — th’  ingenuous  youth,  fo  oft 
Of  all  my  being,  fortune,  comfort,  deem’d 
The  generous,  ample  fource  ? — And  is  it  He, 

In  whom,  thro’  drear  misfortune’s  darkeft  night, 

O  ' 

I  law  Hope’s  day-ftar  riling  ?—  Angel  of  peace, 
Amidft  his  future  hours,  my  life’s  fad  lofs, 

Let  not  accudng  confcience  to  his  charge 
Impute,  diftra&ing — to  my  crimfon’d  guilt 
Oh  let  him  lay  it,  as  the  forfeit  due, 

And  juftly  paid  ! — Would  Heaven  that  it  were 
paid  ! 

Oh,  that  with  Rome’s  firft  Caefar,  in  my  robe 
From  light  fo  killing,  mantled  up  mine  eyes, 

I  might  receive  the  welcome  dab  ;  ligh  forth, 
u  My  Philip,  my  lov’d  Stanhope,— Is  it  thou  ? 
— Then  let  me  die/’ - 

Yet,  tho’  thus  wounded  at  this  bar  I  Hand 
In  pangs  unutterable,  witnefs  Heaven, 

With  deep  commiferation  do  I  view 
Their  fedulous  anxiety  to  prove  . 

A  guilt,  my  heart, — too  wounded  to  deny, 
Wounded  by  that  guilt’s  fenfe,  itsbittered  part, — - 

Indant 
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Inftant  avow’d*  What  need  then  all  this  toil  ? 
The  deed  is  done.  Wound  not  the  fall’ll  hart,— 
5Tis  cruel — that  lies  bleeding  at  your  feet : 

6  I  own  the  whole  ;  I  urge  no  legal  plea. 
c  On  dire  neceftity’s  imperious  call, 

€  (Sons  of  the  robe,  of  commerce,  fons  of  men, 

*  That  call  imperious  have  you  never  heard  ?) 
c  On  full  intention  to  repay  the  whole. 

c  And  on  that  full  intention’s  perfect  work, 
c  Free  reftoration  and  complete  :  on  wrong 

*  Or  injury  to  none  defign’d  or  wrought, 

*  I  reft  my  claim  ; — I  found  my  foie  defence.’ 
Groundlefs, — ’tis  thunder’d  in  my  ears-— and 

“  For  in  the  rigid  courts  of  human  law,  [weak  ; 
“  No  reftitution  wipes  away  th’  offence, 

“  Nor  does  intention  juftify.”  So  fpoke 
(And  who  fhall  argue  ?)  Judgment’s  awful  voice  ! 

Hafle  then,  ye  weeping  jurymen,  and  pafs 
Th’  awarded  fentence.  To  the  world,  to  fame. 
To  honor,  fortune,  peace,  and  Stanhope  loft, 
What  have  I  more  to  lofe  ?  or  can  I  think 

Death  were  an  evil  to  a  wretch  like  me  ! 

* 

Yet,  oh  ye  fons  of  juftice  ! — ere  we  quit 
-This  awful  court,  expoftulat ion’s  voice 
One  moment  hear  impartial.  Give  awhile 

Your 
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Your  honeft  hearts  to  nature’s  touches  true, 

Her  fine  refentments  faithful.  Draw  aficle 
i  hat  veil  from  reafon’s  clear  reflecting  view, 
Which  pra&ice  long,  and  re&itude  fuppos’d 
Of  laws  efiablifh’d,  hath  obfiruflive  hung;. 

But  pleads  or  time,^or  long  prefcription  aught 
In  favour  or  abatement  of  the  wrong; 

By  folly  wrought,  or  error?  Hoary  grown. 
And  lan&ify’d  by  cuftom’s  habit  grey, 
Ablurdity  fialks  forth,  ftill  more  abfurd. 

And  double  fhame  refledls  upon  an  age 
W ile  and  enlighten’d.  Should  not  equal  laws 
Their  punifhments  proportionate  to  crimes  *; 
Nor,  all  Draconic,  ev’n  to  blood  purfue 
Vindictive,  where  the  venial  poor  offence 
Cries  loud  for  mercy  ?  Death’s  the  lafib  demand 
Law  can  exacl  :  the  penalty  extreme 
Of  human  crime  !  and  Hi  a  1 1  the  petty  thief 
Succumb  beneath  its  terrors,  when  no  more 
Pays  the  bold  murderer,  crimfon’d  o’er  with  guilt? 


Horace’s  precept  muft  for  ever  Hand  forth  as  irrefragably 

> 
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Regula  !  peccatis  quae  poenas  irroget  aequas: 

Nc  Scuiica  dignum  horrilili  fe&ere  flagello.” 

Sat.  3.  Lib.  1. 
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Few  are  the  crimes  againft  or  God  or  man, 

- — Confult  th’  eternal  code  of  right  or  wrong, — ■ 
Which  e’er  can  juflify  this  laft  extreme 
This  wanton  fporting  with  the  human  life, 

This  trade  in  blood.  Ye  iages,  then,  review. 
Speedy  and  diligent,  the  penal  code, 

Humanity’s  difgrace  ;  our  nation’s  fir  ft 

And  juft  reproach,  amidft  its  vaunted  boafts 

Of  equity  and  mercy  Shiver  not 

Full  oft  your  in m oft  fouls,  when  from  the  bench 

Ye  deal  out  death  tremendous ;  and  proclaim 

Th’  irrevocable  fentence  on  a  wretch 

Pluck’d  early  from  the  paths  of  focial  life. 

And  immature,  to  the  low  Grave  confipm’d 
For  mifdemeanors  trivial  !  Runs  not  back, 
Affrighted,  to  its  fountain  your  chill’d  blood. 
When,  deck’d  in  all  the  horrid  pomp  of  death, 

*  “  He  had  fometimes  exprcffed  his  thoughts  about  our 
penal  laws,  that  they  were  too  fanguinary;- — that  they 

were  againft  not  only  the  laws  of  God,  but  of  nature _ _ 

“  that  his  own  cale  was  hard,  that  he  fhould  die  for  an  a& 
“  which  he  always  declared  to  be  wrong,  but  bv  which  he 
“  never  intended  to  injure  any  one  individual  ;  and  that,  as 
the  public  had  forgiven  him,  he  thought  he  might  have 
“  been  pardoned.  But  now  (the  day  before  his  execution)  he 
“  laid  all  thefe  thoughts  touching  himftlf  afide,  though  he 
u  continued  to  think  in  the  fame  manner  of  the  penal  laws 
u  to  his  end.”  See  the  Ordinary’s  account.’ 
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And  Gothic  rage  furpafling,  to  the  flames 
The  weaker  fex,— incredible — you  doom  ; 
Denouncing  punifhments  the  more  fey  ere. 

As  lefs  of  flrength  is  found  to  bear  their  force? 
Shame  on  the  favage  practice  !  Oh  Hand  forth 
In  the  great  caufe, — Companion’s,  Equity’s, 
Your  Nation’s,  Truth’s,  Religion’s,  Elonour’s 
caufe, 

— Stand  forth,  refle&ing  Eden*  !  Well  thou’ ft  toil’d 
Already  in  the  honourable  field  : 

Might  thy  young  labours  animate,  the  hour 
Aufpicious  is  arriv’d.  Sages  efteem’d, 

And  venerably  learn’d,  as  in  the  fchool 
Of  legal  fcience,  fo  in  that  of  worth 
And  fentime nt  exalted,  fill  the  bench  : 

And  lo  !  the  imperial  Mufcovite,  intent 
On  public-weal,  a  bright  example  fhines 
Of  civilizing  juflice.  Sages  rife  : 

The  caufe,  the  animating  pattern  calls. 

Oh,  I  adjure  you,  with  my  parting  breath. 

By  all  your  hopes  of  mercy  and  of  peace, 

By  all  the  blood  henceforth  unjuflly  fpilt. 

Or  wantonly  by  all  the  borrows  deep, 

And  fcalding  tears  fhed  for  that  blood  fo  fpilt ! 

In  God’s  tremendous  name,  lo,  I  adjure, 

*  See  Mr.  Eden’s  admirable  book  on  Penal  Laws. 

Without 
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Without  procrafti nation  to  the  tafk 
Important  that  you  hafte  !  With  equal  hand 
In  fcales  of  temperate  juft  ice,  balance  well 
The  claims  of  pleading  mercy  !  Unto  crimes 
I  nil  id  ions  juft  and  adequate  aftign  j 
On  reformation  or  example  folc, 

And  all  impartial,  conftantly  intent, 

Banifli  the  rage  for  blood  !  for  tortures  fell, 
Savage,  reproachful.  Study  to  reftore 
Its  young,  its  ufeful  members  to  the  date. 

Well  difciplin’d,  correded,  moraliz’d; 

Preferv’d  at  once  from  fhame,  from  death,  from 
Hell, 

Men,  rational?;  immortals,  —  Sons  of  God. 

Oh,  profperous  be  your  labours,  crown’d  your  zeal* 

So  fhall  the  annals  of  our  Sovereign’s  remm 

o  o  * 

Diftinguifh’d  by  your  virtue, — noble  fruit 
Of  that  high  independence  He  beftow’d  * 

So  freely  from  the  treafury  of  his  love 
To  genuine  juftice — down  to  future  times, 
Tranfmitting  the  rich  blefEng,  fhine  renown’d 
.With  trueft  glory  ;  not  by  hers  furpafs’d, 

Th1  immortal  Legiflator  of  the  north  ! 

*  Referring  to  the  independence  of  the  judges,  fettled  by 
the  King,  as  alraoft  one  of  the  firft  ads  of  his  reign. 
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Ah  me  unhappy  !  to  that  Sovereign’s  ear 
Rcfolv  cl  to  bring  thofe  truths  which,  labouring 
long, 

Have  lain,  and  loft  upon  my  anxious  thoughts*: 
I  hence  too  am  I  excluded  !  Fatal  ftroke, 

And  wounding  to  my  peace  !  Rigour  extreme 
Of  angry  vengeance  !  44  Nay,  it  recks  not  now,’’ 
Oft,  midft  thetempeft  of  my  grief,  I  cried, 

“  It  recks  not  now  what  falls  me  !  From  thehoufe 
“  Of  him  1  honour’d,  fliut  !  Him  whofe  lov’d  fire 
“  My  mufe  in  ftrains  elegiac  weeping  fung^f, 

“  Mixing  her  tribute  with  a  nation’s  tears  ! 

“  Him  to  whofe  high-born  race, — of  liberty 
u  Firm  friends  and  fautors — from  my  earlieft 
youth, 

li  My  heart,  devoted,  willing  homage  paid, 

“  And  facred  reverence  :  So  paternal  love 
iC  Andfo  my  college  taught,  delightful  Clare  !” 
Dear  ever  to  my  memory  for  hours 
In  innocence  and  peaceful  ftudy  paft; 

Nor  lefs  for  thee,  my  friend,  my  Lancafter  ! 

Bleft  youth,  in  early  hour  from  this  life’s  woes 

*  See  my  Sermon  on  the  Injuflice,  &c.  of  Capital  Pu- 
niihments. 

t  See  my  “  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  Frederick  Prince  of 
Wales.”  Poems,  p.  63. 
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In  richeft  mercy  borne  !  Had  I  but  died. 

Oh  had  I  died  for  thee,  how  had  1  fhunn  d 
This  harfh  feverity, — exclulion  fad 
From  my  lov’d  royal  mailer  !  how  efcap  d 
Its  ills  attendant! — Reputation  dies, 

The  darling  of  my  foul,  beneath  the  flrokc  ! 
Wild,  wanton  curies  tear  my  mangled  frame  ! 

My  fphere  of  ufefulnefs  contracted  fhrinks ; 

And  infamy  herfelf  with  u  ghaftly  fmiles” 

My  ruin  ridicules  !  Turn,  turn,  my  brain, 
DiftraCled,  madden’d,  turn  !  Of  reafon  more, 
Religion,  duty,  eminence,  dream  not  : 

The  door  of  mercy’s  clos’d.  Thee — oft  from  thee 
Mercy,  fweet  Heaven,  have  I  fought  and  found; 
From  fellow-mortals  feldom  could  I  find, 

How  humbled  e’er,  or  penitent,  for  faults  ! 

. — And  who  of  erring  mortals  faultlefs  breathes  ? 
Mercy  that  gift  of  thine,  which  moil  adorns 
The  judge’s  veftment,  and  the  monarch’s  crown. 

Adieu,  then,  to  its  hope  ;  its  earthly  hope, 
Ellewhere  we’ll  leek  it.  Forth — oh  forth,  my 
friends; 

My  generous,  fupporting,  weeping  friends. 
Forth  from  the  bar  conduct  me.  It  is  pafl. 
juflice  has  done  her  office.  Mercy’s  fled  ; 

And  finding,  lo  !  fhe  fits  upon  a  cloud 
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Of  fleecy  whitenefs,  ting’d  with  azur’d  gold, 
And  beams  ineffable  compofure  on  me  !° 

Light  fits  my  bo  hom’d  mafler  on  his  throne; 
Aiiy  and  diiencumher’d  feels  my  foul  • 
tln  J,  panting,  wifhes  to  fpring  infant  up 
i  o  that  white  cloud, — the  golden  vehicle 
To  realms  of  reft  immortal  !  Tn  my  eyes, 

So  languid  late,  and  all  fuffus’d  with  tears, 

Me  thinks  I  fee  hope’s  lamp  rekindled  bright ; 

A  living  luftre;  fhedding  like  the  fun, 

After  thick  miffs,  Illumination’s  Anile 
O  v,i  ad  my  countenance,  marr  d,  duxim’d,  and  wan* 


Cheerly,  my  frienciSjohcheerly  !  Look  not  thus 
With  pity’s  melting  foftnefs !  That  alone 
Canfhake  my  fortitude.  Allis  not  loff 
Lo  !  I  have  gain’d,  on  this  important  day 
A  vidlory  confummate  o’er  my  le If, 

And  o’er  this  life  a  vidtory.  On  this  day,-— 

My  birth-day  to  eternity— I’ve  gain’d 
Difmiffon  from  a  world,  where  for  awhile, 

Like  you,  like  all,  a  pilgrim  paffing  poor, 

A  traveller,  a  flranger,  I  have  met 
But  flranger  treatment,  rude  and  harfh  !  So  much 
The  dearer,  more  defil  ’d,  the  home  1  leek 
Eternal  of  my  Father  and  my  God  ! 

Ah, 


: Thoughts  in  Pnifon* 


127 


Ah,  little  thought  ye,  profecutors  prompt, 

To  do  me  good  like  this  !  little  intend 
For  earthly  poverty  to  give  th’  exchange 
Of  wealth  eternal  !  Cheronea’s  fage, 

Thy  dogmas  here,  fo  paradoxal  deem’d  o 
By  weak  half-thinkers* — fee,  how  amply  prov’d, 
Flow  verifify’d  by  men  1  judg  d  my  iocs, 

Friends  in  difguife,Heaven’sinftruinentsof  good! 

Freely,  triumphantly,  my  foul  forgives 
Each  injury,  each  evil  they  have  wrought, 

Each  tear  they’ve  drawn,  each  groan  they  ve  coft 
my  heart, 

Guiltlcfs  tow’rds  them,  unsnjuv’J.  Uaplels  men  ! 
Down  do  I  look,  with  pity  :  fei  vent  beg, 

And  unremitting  from  all-gracious  Heaven 
Eternal  bleffings  on  you  !  Be  your  lives, 

Like  mine,  true  convertites  to  grace,  to  God  ! 
And  be  your  deaths,— ah,  there  all  difference 
ends — 

Then  be  our  deaths  like  his,  th’  atoning  juft  ; 
Like  his,  the  only  righteous,  our  laft  end  ! 

But  oh,  oblivious  memory  !  baneful  woe, 
Which  thus  in  dull  forgetfulnefs  can  fteep 
My  faculties; — forgetfulnefs  of  her 


*  See  Plutarch  “On  the  benefits  deducible  from  enemies.” 
Morals,  vol.  i„ 
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My  better  fdf,  for  whom  alone  I  wifli, 
i  lius  fall  n,  to  remember  that  I  am  ! 

My  wife,  my  foul’s  clear  partner  in  diftrefs, 
heie  fits  (lie  r  lives /he  ?  Ah  not  lives,  but  drags 
The  tedious,  torturing,  horrid,  anxious  hours  ° 

°f  thls  dlre  day  !— In  folemn  filence  wrapt, 
-—■Expreffive  filence  motionlefs,  compos’d. 

The  melancholy  mourner  meekly  waits 
1  he  awful  iffue !  From  her  lovely  eyes 
/drops  not  a  tear  !  not  ev’n  a  figh  is  heard  [lips, 
From  her  deep-woundec!  heart :  Nor  through  her 
Unfever’d  from  the  lucklefs  morn  till  nUhr 
Mute  fufferer,  fteals  a  murmur  *  !  Gentle  dove. 
So,  in  the  mournful  abfence  of  thy  mate, 

Perhaps  or  levell’d  by  the  fowler’s  art, 

Or  lur’d  in  net  infitlious,  fitteft  thou  alone 
L  pon  the  bared  bough;  thy  little  head 
Neftling  beneath  thy  filvery  wings;  while  hang 
I  hy  pennons,  late  lo  gloffy,  fhivering  down 
Unplum’d,  neglefted,  drooping  !  Thro’  the  day 
So  tried,  iny  tender  friends,— another  tafk, 

And  .heavier  yet,  remains  to  be  perform’d. 

Ou,  with  the  balm  of  comfort,  with  the  voice 

*  “  I  fpeechlefs  iat  — nor  p’aintive  word, 

“  Nor  murmur,  from  my  lips  was  heard.” 

Merrick’s  Pfalms,  p.  39 
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Of  Toothing  foftnefs,  the  fad  truth  unfold  ! 
Approach  the  beauteous  mourner,  alhrever’d  ; 
And  tell  her,  “thather  hufband  triumphs, lives;  — 
«  Lives  tho’  condemn’d  ;  lives  to  a  nobler  life  ! 

<c  Nor,  in  the  gladfome  view  ol  that  high  life, 

«  Feels  he  to  death  relu&ance  :  Bleft  with  her, 

“  Indifferent  in  his  choice  to  live  or  die  !  ” 

f 

Be  the  decifion,  thine,  Father  of  life! 

Thou  gaveft,  thou  haft  right  to  take  away  ; 

In  each  alike  beneficent  !  If  thou 

Haft  pleafure  in  me,  once  more  fliall  I  fhare 

Thy  hallow’d  fefvices,  my  heart’s  chief  joy  ; 

If  not  with  happy  David — 0I1  like  his 
Could  my  fong  flow  repentant— every  thought 
Uniting  cries  with  reflgnation’s  voice, 

44  Do  with  me,  Lord,  as  it  fhallfeem  Thee  good  *1” 

Thus  fupplicating,  down  my  weary  head 
To  Lumber  on  its  wretched  pillow  funk, 
O’erpower’d,  opprefs’d.  Nor  on  the  main-malt 
High 

Rock’d  by  the  bellowing  tempeft,  and  the  dafh 
Of  furious  furges,  the  poor  fhip-boy  fleeps 
More  foundly,  than  my  powers  o’erwrought, 
a  mid  ft 

*  z  Sam.  xv.  25,  26. 

G  5  The 
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The  din  of  defperate  felons,  and  the  roar 
Of  harden  d  guilt’s  mad  midnight  orgies  loud  ! 

I 

But,  fancy  free,  the  bufy  foul  was  wake ; 
Anticipation  pleafing  of  its  Bate, 

"W  hen  fleeps  its  clayey  prifon  in  the  grave. 

And  forth  it  burfls  to  liberty  !  Methought 
—Such  was  the  vifion — in  a  lowly  vale 
Myfelf  I  found,  whofe  living  green  was  deck’d 
With  all  the  beauteous  family  of  Spring; 

Pale  primrofe,  modeB  violet,  hare-bell  blue, 
Swcet-fcented  eglantine  of  fragrance  rich. 

And  permanent  the  rofe :  golden  jonquil, 

And  polyanthus  variegate  cf  hue, 

With  lilies  dale-delighting.  Thro’  the  midft 
Meandering  of  pure  cryflal  flow’d  a  Bream 
The  flowery  banks  reflecting  :  On  each  fide, 
With  homely  cots  adorn’d,  whofe  ’habitants, 

W  hen  forrow-funk,  my  voice  of  comfort  footh’d  ; 
When  ficknefs-worn,  my  hand  of  care  reliev’d. 
Tended,  and,  miniftering  to  all  their  wants, 
InBru&ed  in  the  language  of  the  fkies. 

Dear  was  the  office,  cheeiing  was  the  toil. 

And  fomething  like  angelic  felt  my  foul  ! 

WThen lur’d,  methought,  by  oneofglitteringhue 
(Bright  gleam’d  the  coronet  upon  his  brow, 
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Rich  glow’d  his  robe  of  crimfon,  ermine  deck’d) 

I  toil’d  to  gain  a  neighbouring  mountain’s  top, 
Where  blaz’d  preferment’s  temple.  So  my  guide 
With  fmile  complacent  taught  and  led  me  on, 
Softening  with  artful  fpeech  the  tedious  way, 

And  arduous  ever.  As  I  role,  the  view 
Still  gloomier  feem’d,  and  dreary  ;  the  ftrait  path 
Still  fir aiter,  and  more  (harp  the  pointed  briars 
Entangling  1  With  infulting  fneers  the  crowd, 
Prefling  the  fame  bad  road,  jollied  me  by, 

Or  threw  me  proflrate  :  till  fatigued  and  faint, 
With  feeble  voice,  exhaufled  quite,  I  cried, 

Oh  to  my  vale  reftoreme  !  to  my  cots, 
u  Illuflrious  guide  !  my  miniflrations  bleft, 
il  Angelical  and  blefling!” — With  a  look 
Of  killing  fcorn  be  eyed  me:  Inftant  down. 
Precipitate  dalh’d  o’er  me  craggy  rocks, 
Tumbling  tumultuous;  and  in  dungeon  dark, 
Illumin’d  only  by  the  furious  glare 
Of  lynx  and  tygers  eyes,  thro’  hunger  fierce. 
And  eager  to  devour,  trembling  Ilay  ! 

When,  in  a  moment,  thro’  the  dungeon’s  gloom 
Burft  light  refplendent  as  the  mid-day  fun. 

From  adamantine  fhield  of  Heavenly  proof, 
Held  high  by  one  *,  of  more  than  human  port, 


*  Faith. 
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Advancing  flow  :  while  on  his  tow’ring  ere  ft 

Sat  fortitude  unfhaken  :  At  his  feet 

Crouch’d  the  half-fa;nifh’d  favages !  From  earth 

He  rais’d  me,  weeping,  and  with  look  of  peace 

Benignant,  pointed  to  a  crimfon  crofs 

On  Ids  bright  fhield  pourtray’d.  A  milder  form, 

^  et  of  celeftial  fweetnefs, — fuch  as  oft 

My  raptur’d  eyes  have  in  the  tablet  trac’d 

Of  unaffefted  penitence;  of  her 

Pleafing  fimilitude — the  weeping  fair 

F.arly  from  royal,  but  unhallow’d  love, 

To  God’s  foie  fervicc  flying  *—  Fam’d  Le  Brun, 
Thy  glowing  pencil’s  mafter-piece  !— Such  feem’d 
Repentance,  meek  approaching.  From  the  den, 
Illumin’d  and  defended  by  faith’s  fhield, 

My  trembling  feet  ihe  led  ;  and  having  borne  ' 
J  bro’  perils  infinite,  and  terrors  wild 
And  various,' — fainting  almoft  my  fick  foul-— 

She  left  me  at  a  gate  of  glittering  gold, 

Which  open’d  inflantaneous  at  the  touch 
Of  homely  porter-)-,  clad  in  wolfey  grey  ; 

/\ nd  evei  bending  lowly  to  the  ground 
f  Iis  mode  ft  countenance  1  But  what  a  icene 

»  Madame  de  !a  Valicre.  This  fine  picture  is  in  the  Chapel 
ol  die  Carmelite  Nuns  at  Paris. 


1'  Humilitv. 
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—Admitted  thro’  the  portal— on  my  fight 
Tranfported,  rufh’d  !  High  on  a  fapphire  throne, 
A m id  ft  a  flame  like  carbuncle,  fat  Love, 

Beaming  forth  living  rays  of  light  and  joy 
On  choral  crowds  of  fpirits  infinite, 

In  immortality  and  glory  cloth’d  ; 

And  hymning  lofty  ftrains  to  minftrelfy 
Of  golden  harps  accorded,  in  his  praife, 

Love,  uncreate,  efiential ;  Love,  which  bled  ; 
Which  bleeding  blanch’d  to  pureft  white  their 
robes, 

And  with  eternal  gold  adorn’d  their  brows  1 

Diflolv’d,  methought,  and  all  my  fenfes  rapt 
In  vifton  beatific,  to  a  bank 
Of  purple  amaranthus  was  I  borne 
By  a  fuperior  genius.  His  white  wings 
Diftilling  panacea,  dove-like  Ipread 
Refrefhing  fragrance  o’er  me:  Firm  of  brow 
And  mafculine  he  feem’d — th’  ennobling  power 
Angelic,  deftin’d  in  the  human  heart 
Tonourifh  friendfhip’s  flame  !  Uprais’d  my  eyes 
As  from  a  trance  returning — c<  Spirit  belov’d, 

<4  And  honour’d  ever  !”  anxious  ftrait  I  cried, 

“  Thrice  welcome  to  my  wifhes  !  Oh  impart — • 
Ci  For  you  can  tell — in  thefe  delightful  realms 
“  Of  happinefs  fupernal,  fhall  we  know, — 

“  Say, 
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“  Say,  fhall  we  meet  and  know  thofe  deareft 
friends, 

“  Thofe  tenc'er  relatives,  to  whofe  concerns 
\  ou  minifter  appointed  ?  Shall  we  meet 
“  'mutual  amity  >  mutual  converfe  hold, 

“  And  llve  m  love  immortal  ? — Oh  relieve 
“  My  aching  heart’s  folicitude ;  and  fay,  [blifs, 
“  Here  fta11  1  meet>  here  know,  in  boundlefs 

“  Here  view  tranfported,  her,  my  life’s  belt 
“  friend, 

“  My  Arrows  faithful  foother  !”— Gufhing  tears 
Impetuous  ftoppd  my  voice;  and  I  awoke 
To  earth,  to  night,  to  darknefs,  and  a  jail !  ' 

April  14,  1777. 


END  OF  THE  FOURTH  WEEK* 
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WEEK  THE  FIFTH. 


Futurity* 


O  death  devote!”  Thus  in  the  vernal 


bloom 


Of  redolent  youth  and  beauty,  on  the  crofs 
Hung  high  her  motto  * flie,  in  name  and 
Of  that  far  better  part,  like  her  fo  fam’d  [choice 
In  ftory  evangelical, — Sweet  faint. 

Friend  of  my  foul,  and  toother  of  my  grief, 

Shall  I  then  dread  in  age,  and  worn  with  woe, 
To  meet  the  king  of  terrors  ? — -Coward  fear 
Of  what  we  all  muft  meet :  The  primal  curfe 

*  Mifs'Mary  Bofanquet,  whofe  motto,  encircling  a  crofs, 
is,  “  Devoted  to  Death.”  From  fourteen  years  of  age  the 
dedicated  herfelf  to  fincere  religion,  and  to  the  prelent  hour 
has  perfevered  in  the  molt  exemplary  line  of  duty.  Iler 
letters  to  the  author,  in  his  lalt  diltrefs,  afforded  him  peculiar 
comfort.  _ . 


Of 
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Of  our  firft  father  refts  on  all  his  race, 

And  “  Dull  to  daft,”  the  charter  of  mankind  ! 

^  '  *v 

Bat,  were  it  poffible,  oh  !  who  would  wifh 
I  o  fti etch  the  narrow  ipan,  grown  tedious,  Hale, 
With  dull  recurrence  of  the  fame  dull  ads, 

.£\  n  in  its  happieft  Hate  !  A  toilfome  care, 

A  wearying  round  of  clothing,  food,  and  ileep  : 
While  chequer’d  over  with  a  thoufand  ills 
Inevitably  painful  ! — In  our  frame 
Dwell  (death’s  artillery)  difeafes  dire, 

And  potent  to  diflodge  the  brittle  life 
With  agonies  heart-rending!  In  the  foul 
Lurks  fin,  the  ferpent,  with  her  fiery  fling 
Of  borrow,  rankling  in  the  conscience  deep, 
Source  of  all  mental  mifefy  !— —I  rom  without, 

In  clofe  battalion,  a  black  troop  of  ills 
Level  their  deep-drawn  arrows  at  our  peace  ; 

And  fail  not,  as  we  pafs  thro’  life’s  bad  road, 

I  o  wound  th’  unguarded  traveller  !  witnefs  you 
Who  groan  diffrefs’d beneath oppreffion’sicourge ; 
Ingratitude’s  fharp  tooth  ;  the  canker’d  tongue 
Of  Hander  ;  fortune’s  lofs;  or,  bitterer  far. 

The  lofs  of  fame,  and  foul-conne&ed  friends  ! 

* 

Thus  tax’d,  thus  wretched,  can  the  man  be 
Who  wifhes  to  retain  iopoora  boon?  [wife 

Who 
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Who  fears  to  render  the  depofit  up 
To  his  bleft  hands  who  gave  it  ?  And  who  thus 
Beneficent  hath  rang’d  Ins  moral  plan,  [  love 
Tl'hus  cood  with  evil  mix’d  ;  from  earth  s  pool 

O 

(School  of  probation)  iulfering  man  to  wean, 
And  raife  his  hopes  to  heaven  1  Silence  then 
The  whifper  of  complaint;  low  in  the  duff 
Diffatisfa&ion’s  daemons  growl  unheard  ! 

All,  all  is  good,  all  excellent  below  : 

Pain  is  a  blefiing;  forrow  leads  to  joy, 
joy  permanent  and  lolid  !  Every  ill 
Bears  with  it  love  paternal ;  nay,  ev’n  death, 
Grim  death  itfelf,  in  all  its  horrors  clad, 

Is  man’s  fupremeft  privilege  !  It  frees 
The  foul  from  prifon,  from  foul  fin,  from  woe, 
And  gives  it  back  to  glory,  reft,  and  God  1 

When  will  its  welcome  meffage  lay  at  peace 
My  burden’d,  beating  heart  ? — Oh  ftrange  !  to 
Thy  darts,  inexorable  tyrant,  there,  [point 

Where  life  laughs  crown’d  with  rofes ;  when 
Familiar  to  thy  filler  Sorrow’s  fold,  [thefe  arms. 
Would  fo  delighted  hug  thee  !  But  thou  lov’ft 
Full  oft  the  nobleft  quarry,  high  eft  aim  : 

Lov’ft,  unfufpedted,  and  with  filent  ftep, 

To  fteal  on  the  fecure  :  Lov’ft  to  deal  round 

! 

Tremendous  and  impartial  thy  ftern  ftrokes, 

After  tins: 

o 
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Averting  terrible  o’er  human-kind 
Thy  empire  irrefidibJe :  And  now 
At  monarcns,  now  at  mimics,  grinning  fcorn, 

I  hy  hand  indifferent  hurls  the  twanging  fhaft. 

Ah,  what  a  groupe  of  primed  deer  lie  pierc’d, 
1  hou  blunter  all-vidVorions,  at  thy  feet; 

Since  to  thy  empire  dedicate  I  fell  [grave, 

from  life’s  bright  hope,  and  languifh’d  in  this 
i  his  living,  doleful  fepulchre  immur’d  1 

Not  all  thy  gold  or  orient  pearl  could  fare 
Thee,  Lufitania’s  monarch,  from  the  ftroke 
Impending  long  and  dread  !  Nor,  Terrick*  thee, 
Thy  mitre  and  thy  rochet  !  Enfigns  bled, 

When  worn  with  lanclity  ;  then  furely  chang’d 
For  crown  of  gold,  and  robe  of  fpotlefs  white! 

See,  neither  can  the  coronet,  nor  garb 
Of  ermin’d  pomp,  from  Temple  ^  turn  adds 
The  level’d  blow;  nor,  higher  far  in  price, 

1  h’  uplifted  fhield  of  Janden’s  honed  heart  ! 

Lo  !  too,  as  if  in  fcorn  of  purpled  pride, 

And  all  life’s  glories,  in  this  high  parade 


*  Bi/hop  of  London, 


f  Countefs  of  Temple, 
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Funereal  marches,  tragic-a£lor  now 

He  who  fo  late  light  on  the  comic  lock 

Trod  the  gay  ftage,  and  bade  with  laughter  s 

bur  ft 

Involuntary  the  throng’d  theatres  refound  .  .Jeffs. 
Ah,  food  for  worms,  poor  Woodward,  thou,  no 
Than  patriots,  princes,  counteftes  and  priefff  ! 
Death  (corns  diftinftions:  But,  defpotic  power, 
Cl 6th’ d  in  his  direft  terrors,  here  he  reigns, 

Here  revels  !  Here,  with  bittcreft  vengeance, 
lhakes 

O’er  trembling  convhfts  his  determin’d  fhaft, 

And  gluts  him  felt  with  horror  !  Seejiim  lead 
From  yonder  darklome  cell,  all  pale  with  woe. 
That  ftranger*  linking  !  who,  in  luckleis  hour, 
With  rafh  hand  pierc’d  the  bofom  he  ador’d, 
Nor  drank  of  comfort  more  !  half  in  his  heart 
The  black  lance  feftering  fticks  ;  and  death  him- 
Howe’er  relentlefs,  ere  he  drives  it  home,  [ielf, 
Of  ft  range  commiferation  feels  a  pang, 

Relu£lant  to  his  office  !— 

But,  that  fhriek— 

*  Alluding  to  Tolofa,  a  poor  unhappy  Spaniard,  lately 
executed  for  the  murder  of  his  female  friend.  He  took  fcarce 
any  fuftetiance  from  the  time  of  the  faff,  and  was  more  than 
half  dead  when  conveyed  to  the  place  of  execution. 


Thrilling 
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Thrilling  with  dread— whence  is  it?  ’Tis  the 
voice 

Of  female  mifery,  burfting  thro1  the  crowd 
L  o  the  lone  dungeon  \  view  that  lovely  form*, 
Deck  d  m  the  neateft  white, — yet  not  fo  white 
And  wan  as  her  wild  vifage  :  “  Keep  me  not,” 
Raving  file  cries,  u  Keep  me  not,  cruel,  from 
“  him. 

u  R*e  dies  tRis  morn  ;  I  know  it :  he’s  condemn’d; 
“  The  dreadful  judge  has  done  it !  He  muff  die, 
“  My  hufband  !  and  I’m  come,  clad  in  my  beft, 
1(  ^  0  S°  buffer  with  him  !  I  have  brought 
“  Sweet  flowers  to  cheer  him,  and  to  ftrew  his 
iC  corfe,  [come  ! 

<c  Pale,  pale,  and  fpeechlefs  lies  it  ! — Hufband, 
<i  file  little  infant,  fruit  of  our  glad  loves, 

<i  Smil’d  on  me,  as  with  parting  breath  I  bleft, 
u  And  kils’d  the  dear  babe  for  thee  !  ’Tis  but 
<£  young; 

i 

d  nis  alfo  alludes  to  a  miferable  cataHrophe,  which  hap¬ 
pened  here  on.  tli e  morning  of  a  late  execution.  The  poor 
young  woman  who  came  to  vifit  her  hufband,  had  lain-in 
but  feven  days.  As  loon  as  the  hulband’s  fetters  were 
knocked  oil,  he  Hepped  afide,  and  cut  his  throat'  in  a  difmal 
manner;  but  not  quite  lufhciently  to  finilh  his  exiHence  — 
And  in  that  fhockmg  Hate — paid  his  debt — at  the  deHined 
place. 


«  Tig 
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«  ’Tis  tender  yet;— -feven  days  is  young  in  life: 
tc  Angels  will  guard  my  little  innocent :  [food, 
“  They’ll  feed  it,  tho’  thou  could’f  not  find  it 
66  And  its  poor  mother  too  ! — And  io  thou  d y ’ft  ! 

For  me  and  it  thou  dy’f  !  But  not  alone, 

“  Thou  fhalt  not  go  alone  ;  1  will  die  with  thee  : 
66  Sweet  mercy  be  upon  us  !  Hence,  hence, 
*c  hence  !” 

Impetuous  then,  her  white  arms  round  his  neck 
She  threw;  and,  with  deep  groans  would  pierce  a 
rock, 

Sunk  fainting.  Oh  the  hufband’s,  father’s  pangs, 
Stopping  all  utterance  !  Up  to  Heaven  he  roll’d 
H  is  frantic  eyes;  and  faring  wildly  round 
In  defperation’s  madnefs,  to  his  heart 
Drove  the  defru&ive  feel ! — Fell  death, 
Would’f  thou  a  fuller  triumph  ? — Oh  my  wife, 
How  difmal  to  our  ears  the  fhrieks,  the  groans  I — * 
And  what  a  crowd  of  wild  ideas  prefs 
Dif  rafting  on  the  foul !  u  Merciful  Heaven, 
a  In  pity  fpare  us  !  Say,  It  is  enough, 
a  And  bid  the  avenging  angel  fay  his  hand  !” 

[f  alk 

Death  bars  the  plea;  and  with  his  thundering 
Brufhing  befde  us,  calls,  in  folemn  found, 

Heed  to  his  dart  grief-pointed.  Its  keen  firoke, 

Ah 


V.  !&'•''?- '*'  ■  <5  •'L 
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Ah  gentle  Eleonora*  !  gives  at  once 
Relief  to  thy  o’er-burden’d  breaft !  to  ours 
Anguifh  unutterable  !  ’Tis  ours  he  wounds, 
Fhou  amial)le  friend  ! — whofe  languid  eve 

O  v 

]\e’er  rais’d  a  ’ook  from  earth  fincc  that  fad  hour 


When  funk  my  fun  !  Thou,  who  from  earlieft 
youth 

Haft  humbly  fought  thy  God,  thou  art  at  peace : 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  on  that  golden  fhore, 
Where  from  the  tolling  of  thefe  troublous  waves 
W e  foon  fhali  land.  Oh  ftay,  afte&ionate, 

Oh  wait,  and  welcome  us  !  Or,  if  in  Heaven 
Bleft  faints  retain  concern  for  thofe  on  earth 
Held  in  the  deareft  amity,  become 
Thy  darli  ng  filter’s  guardian  !  As  from  youth, 
From  childhood’s  dawn,  her  dear  maternal  guide,, 
Be  now,  lov’d  fpirit,  in  this  hour  of  woe 
Her  angel-comfort,  her  fupport !  Alas, 

"What  talk  I  of  fupport !  thou  mercy’s  God  ! 
When  all  her  conduct,  by  the  grace  infpir’d-— 
When  all  her  patient  gentlenefs  and  love, 

Her  fortitude  unparallel’d,  and  peace, 

Have  thee  their  Author:  Be  the  glory  thine  ! 


*  Mrs.  Dodd’s  filler;  who,  in  the  midft  of  our  forrows, 
did — what  (he  never  did  before — augment  them,  by  dying  of 
a  heart  broken  with  grief  for  our  calamity.  Oh  mifery  ! 


But 
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Bat  fay,  my  foul,  ’midfi  tliefe  alarming  calls, 
This  dread  familiarity  with  death  ; 

Oar  common  debt,  from  infancy's  firft  cry 
Denounc’d,  expedled,  tho’  its  fi:re  approach 
Lurks  in  uncertainty’s  obfcureft  night; — 

Our  common  debt,  which  babes  and  pallied  leers, 
Princes  and  pilgrims,  equally  mull  pay; — 

Sav,  canid  thou  feel  reluctance  to  dilcharge 
The  claim  inevitable?  Senfelefs  he, 

Who  in  life’s  gaudieil  moments  fondly  ftrives 
To  turn  his  eyes  unheeding  from  the  view 
InftruTive.  ’Mid ft  thole  moments,  deep  it  dwelt 
On  my  refledting  mind*  !  a  mind  which  liv’d 
More  in  the  future  than  the  prefent  world  ; 
Which,  frequent  call’d  by  duty’s  folemn  voice 
From  earth’s  low  fcenes,  on  thole  fublimer  far 
Hath  ever  thought  delighted  ;  and  tliofe  thoughts 
Conveying  to  mankind,  in  them  delires 
Its  real  tranfcript,  its  refemblance  true 
May  be  furveyM — the  pifture  of  itfelf. 

For,  whatfoe’er  may  be  our  earthly  ftate, 

The  mind’s  the  man.  My  humble  labours,  then, 
When  refts  my  part  corporeal  in  the  daft, 

Plang  up  my  living  portrait ! — And  to  give 

t 

Thofe  labours  all  their  force,  fummon’d  I  Hand 


*  R.efle£tions  on  Death — Thoughts  on  Epiphany — Sermon 
on  Mutual  Knowledge,  &c. 
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By  awful  Providence,  to  realize 
The  theoretic  lefTons  [  have  taught. 

And  lo  !  compos’d,  I  fix  my  dying  feal 
In  atteftation  to  their  truth,  their  power, 

Felt  at  my  heart,  my  inmoft  confcience  felt; 
Imparting  triumph  o’er  life’s  love  ;  o’er  death 
Confummate  exultation!  while  my  foul 
Longs  to  go  forth,  and  pants  for  endlefs  day  ! 

But  who  can  wonder,  that  amidfl  the  woes, 
Like  a  fwoln  torrent,  which  with  frightful  roar 
Have  burft  deftruCtive  o’er  me  ;  ’mid ft  the  lots 
Of  all  things  dear,  Fame,  Honour,  Peace,  and 
Amidfl  the  cruel  fpoiling  of  my  goods,  [Reft; 
The  bitterefl  rancour  of  envenom’d  fpite. 

And  calumny  unfeeling*; — what  furprize 
That  my  wean’d  foul,  above  this  worldly  wreck. 
With  anxious  expectation  waits  the  call 
From  melancholy  mourning  and  dim  grief. 

To  everlafting  gladnefs  ?  Powerful  Hope, 

And  all-fufficient  to  fuftain  the  foul, 

Tho’  walking  thro’  the  darkeft  vale  of  woe  ! 

*  Numberlefs  letters,  of  a  moft  uncbriftian,  horrid,  and 
cruel  nature,  were  continually  fent  to  him  in  the  height  of 
his  diflreifes.  Yet  fome  of  thefe  letters  were  fubfcribed,  A 
Lady,  A  Chriitian,  or,  A  Chriftian  Brother. 


Who 
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Who  fhall  difprove  that  Hope  ?  or  who  pretend 
By  fubtle  fophiftry  that  foul  to  rob 
Of  its  chief  anchor,  choiceft  privilege. 

And  noblefl  confolation — u  Stedfafl  b  aith 
<c  In  great  Futurity’s  extended  fcene  : 
iC  Eternity  of  Being  All  things  round 
Arife  in  brighteft  proof :  I  fee  it,  feel  it. 

Thro’  all  my  faculties,  thro’  ail  my  powers, 
Pervading  irrefiftible.  Each  groan 
Sent  from  my  for  rowing  heart ;  each  fcalding  tear 
From  my  con v idled  eyes ;  each  fervent  prayer 
By  meek  repentance  offer’d  up  to  Heaven, 
Afferts  my  immortality  !  proclaims 
A  pardoning  Deity  and  future  world. 

Nor  lefs  the  thought,  chill,  comfortlels,  abhorr’d. 
Of  loath’d  annihilation  ! — From  the  view. 
Humiliating,  mean,  unworthy  man, 

Almofl  unworthy  reptiles, — glad  I  turn. 

And  triumph  in  exiflence  i  Nay,  each  ill 
And  every  mundane  trouble  preaches  loud 
The  fame  important  truth*  I  read  it  fair 
And  legibly  cngrav’d  on  all  below : 

On  all  the  inequalities  difcern’d 

In  this  perplexing,  mix’d,  and  motley  fcene; 

Jn  every  rank  and  order  of  mankind*; 

&  See  Macleane’s  Anfwer  to  Jenyns,  Sec,  p.  53. 
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Nay,  in  the  wifefc  fyflem  of  our  laws, 
Inadequate,  imperfe&, — and  full  oft 
Unjuft  and  cruel  ;  in  this  difmal  jail. 

And  in  the  proudeft  palaces  alike 
].  read,  and  glory  to  trace  out  the  marks 
Irrefragably  clear  of  future  life ; 

Of  retribution’s  juft  and  equal  ftate* 

So  Reafon  urges ;  while  fair  Nature’s  felf. 

At  this  fweet  feafon  '/c,  joyfully  throws  in 
Her  atteftation  lovely  :  bids  the  fun, 
All-bounteous,  pour  his  vivifying  light, 

To  roufe  and  waken  from  their  wint’ry  death 
The  vegetable  tribe  !  I  refh  from  their  graves, 
At  his  refifllefs  fummons,  ftart  they  forth, 

A  verdant  refurre£lion  !  In  each  plant, 

Each  flower,  each  tree  to  blooming  life  reflor’d., 

I  trace  the  pledge,  the  earneft,  and  the  type 
Of  man’s  revival  ;  of  his  future  rile 
And  victory  o’er  the  grave,— compeU’d  to  yield 
Her  facred,  rich  depofit,  from  the  leed 
Corrupt  and  mortal,  and  immortal  frame 

*  Spring.  See  my  Poem  on  the  Epiphany,  ver.  13  1,  &c. 
1  would  have  that  Poem  coniidered,  in  dependence  with  this, 
as  my  ferious  thoughts  on  thefe  awful  lubjecis,  in  an  eamy 
period  of  my  life  j  and  which,  in  this  laft  and  dreadful  one,  I 
find  no  reafon  to  alter. 

Glorious 
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Glorious  and  incorruptible  ;  like  his, 

The  Sun  of  righteoulnefs,  whole  living  power 
The  mighty  work  fhall  operate!  Yes,  bright 
Of  fpiritual  life  ! — the  immaterial  world  [fourco 
Pervading,  quickening,  gladdening, — in  the  rays- 
Full-orb’d  of  Revelation,  thy  prime  gift, 

I  view  display’d,  magnificent,  and  full, 

What  reafon,  nature,  in  dim  darknefs  teachA 
Tho7  vifible,  not  d i Hindi  :  I  read  with  jo)-" 

Man’s  high  prerogative ;  tranfported  read 
The  certain,  clear  difcovery  of  life 
And  immortality,  announc’d  by  thee^ 

Parent  of  truth,  celeftial  Vifitant, 

Fountain  of  all  intelligence  divine  ! 

Of  that  high  immortality  the  King, 

And  of  that  life  the  Author  !  How  man  mounts*, 
Mounts  upon  angel-wings,  when  fiePd,  fecur’d 
|n  that  fublime  inheritance  ;  when  feen 
As  a  terrcftrial  ftranger  here;  a  god 
Confin’d  a  while  in  prifon  of  the  fleih. 

Soon,  fooivto  foar,  and  meet  his  brother-gods*. 
His  fellows,  in  eternity  ! — How  creeps. 

How  grovels  human  nature  !  What  a  worm* 

An  infect  of  an  hour,  poor,  finful,  fad  ; 

Defpis’d  and  defpicable,  reptile-like 

Crawls  man,  his  moment  on  his  ant  hill  here  : 

-—Marking  his  little  fliining  path  with  -flime,— 

<1  i  a 
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If  limited  to  earth’s  brief  round 

His  painful,  narrow  views  !  Like  the  poor  moth, 

By  lights  delulive  to  deftru&ion  led ; 

Still  ftruggling  oft  its  horrors  to  evade, 

Still  more  and  more  involv’d  ;  in  flarne  lie  lives 
His  tranfient  toilfome  minute,  and  expires 
In  luffocating  Ifnoke. 

Hume,  thou  art  gone ! 
Amidfi:  the  catalogue  of  thofe  mow’d  down 
By  time’s  huge  fey  the,  late  noted  * ;  Thou,  be 
fure, 

Waft  not  forgotten  I  Author  thou  half  gain’d 
Thy  vaft  ambition’s  fummit  :  Fame  was  thine  ; 
Wealth  too,  beyond  thy  amplefl  wifh’s  bound, 
Encompais’d  thee  :  And  lo,  the  pageant  ends ! 
For  who,  without  companion’s  generous  tear. 
Thy  mind  at  once  capacious  and  humane, 

Can  view,  to  truth,  to  hope  immortal  dead? 

Thy  penetrating  reafon,  fubtile,  ftrong, 
Hoodwink’d  by  dark  infatuation’s  veil  ; 

And  all  thy  fine  and  manly  fenfe  employ’d, 

Ev’n  on  eternity’s  thrice  awful  verge, 

* 

*  Sec  Mr.  Hume’s  Life,  written  by  himfelf;  with  a  letter 
t>y  Dr.  Smith,  giving  an  account  of  his  Death, 
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To  trifle  with  the  wonders  of  a  ftate 
Refpe&ably  alarming  !  of  a  ftate 
Whole  being  gives  to  man — had  given  to  thee 
(Accepted  by  the  humble  hand  of  faith) 

True  glory,  folid  fame,  and  boundlefs  wealth  ! 
Treafures  that  wax  not  old. 

Oh  the  high  bleftings  of  humility  ! 

Man’s  firft  and  richeft  grace  !  Of  virtue,  truth, 
Knowledge,  and  exaltation,  certain  fource. 

And  moft  abundant :  Pregnant  of  all  good ; 

And,  poor  in  fhew,  to  treafures  infinite 
Infallibly  condu&ing  ;  her  fure  gift ! 

So,  when  old  Hyems  has  deform’d  the  year. 

We  view,  on  fam’d  Burgundia’s  craggy  cliffs. 
The  flow  vines,  fcarce  diftinft,  on  the  brown  earth 
Negle&ed  lie  and  grovelling; — promife  poor, 
From  plant  fo  humble,  of  the  fwelling  grape 
In  glowing  clufters  purpling  o’er  the  hills  : — ■ 
When  all  impregnating  rolls  forth  the  fun, 

And  from  the  meanftalk  pours  a  lufcious  flood  , 
Gfjuice  ne£tareous  thro’  the  laughing  land  ! 

Nervous  effayift  !  haply  had  thy  pen, 

Of  mafculine  ability,  this  theme 
Purfued  intelligent ;  from  lowly  heart 
Delineating  true  the  features  mild 

H  3 
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Of  genuine  humility  ;  mankind,  ’’ 

T\ow  wilclci’d  by  thy  lophiflry,  had  blefs’d 
And  honour’d  well  thy  teaching  :  Whilft  thyfelF 
Secure  had  iail  d  and  happy  ^  nor  been  caff 
On  pride  s  black  rocks,  or  empty  {corn’s  bleak  * 

[fhore  ! 

Proud  fcorn,  how  poor  and  blind — how  it  at  one®*' 
j  s  the  ii  ght,  and  makes  ns  think  we  fee  !  ' 
While  defperate  ridicule  in  wit’s  wild  hands 
Implants  a  dangerous  weapon  !  How  it  warps 
From  clear  difeernment,  and  conclulions  jufly 
Ev’n  captive  real  on’s  felf  !  Plow  gay  foe’er — ^ 

(Ah  mi  {plac’d  gaiety  on  fuch  a  theme) 
la  life’s  laft  hour  ! — on  Charon’s  crazy  bark, 

On  i  artarus  and  Ely  hum,  and  the  pomp-  ' 
Solemn  and  dreaded  of  dark  pagans  Hell ! 

Thy  reafoning  powers  knew  well,  full  well  to  dra\v 
Deductions  true  from  fables  grofs  as  thefe, 

By  poets  fancy  heighten’d  !  Well  thou  knew’ ft 
The  deep  intelligence,  the  folid  truth 
Conceal’d  beneath  the  my  Hie  tale  ;  well  knew ’ft 
Fables  like*  thefe,  familiar  to  mankind 
In  every  ration,  every  clime,  through  earth 
Widely  dilTeminate,  through  earth  proclaim’d 
In  language  ftrong,  intelligent  and  clear, 

“  A  future  Hate  retributive  Thou  knew ’ft. 

That  in  each  age  the  wife  embrac’d  die  truth, 
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And  gloried  in  an  hope,  how  dim  loe  er, 

Which  thou,  amidft  the  blaze,  the  noon-day  blaze 
Of  chriftian-  information,,  madly  fcorn’dll 
And  diedft  intuiting.!  Hail  of  ancient  times,. 
Worthies  and  fam’d  believers  !  Plato,  hail  ! 
And  thou,  immortal  Socrates,  of  Rome 
Prime  ornament  and  boat!  !  my  1  ully,  hail; 
Friend  and  companion  of  my  itudious  life, 

In  eloquence  and  found  philofophy 
Alike  fuperlative  ! — with  minds  enlarg’d. 

Yet  teachable  and  model!,  how  ye  fought, 

You  and  your  kindred  fouls, — how  daily  dug 
For  wifdom  as  the  labourer  in  the  mines  ! 

How- grop’d,  in- fancy’s  and  dark  fable’s  night, 
Your  way  afhduous,  painful!  How  difeern’d 
By  the  mind’s- trembling, ./lnahiftcd  light,— 
(Or,  haply,  aided  by  a  Matter’d  ray 
Of  diflant  revelation,  half  extinfl) 

The  glimmer  of  a  dawn;  the  twinkling  ftar 
Of  day-light  far  remote  !  How  figh’d  iincere 
For  fuller  information  !  and  how  long’d, 

How  panted  for  ad  million  to  that  world 
O’er  which  hung  veils  impervious !  Sages,  yes. 
Your  fearch  ingenuous  proves  it  :  every  page 
Immortal  of  your  writings  fpeaks  this  truth  ! 
Hear,  ye  minute  philofophers  ;  ye  herd 
Of  mean  half-thinkers,  who  chief  glory  place 
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In  boldnefs  to  arraign  and  judge  your  God, 

And  think  that  Angularity  is  fcnfe \ 

Hear,  and  be  humbled  :  Socrates  himfelf  *— 
And  him  you  boail  your  matter,  —  would  have 
In  humble,  thankful  reverence  at  the  feet  [fallen 
Of  jeuis — and  drank  vvifdom  from  his  tonp'ue  ! 

o 

Divinett  Fountain  !  from  the  copious  ttream 
Then  drink  we  freely,  gladly,  plenteous  draughts 
Of  ever-living  wifdom ;  knowledge  clear, 

And  otherwife  attainlefs  of  that  Hate 
Supernal,  glorious ;  where,  in  angel-form 
Andangel-bleffedne  fs-f*,  f r  o  m  De  a  t  h  ’  s  d  r  e  a  d  po  w  V* 
I  tom  Sin’s  dominion,  and  from  Sorrow’s  fenfe 
Emancipated  ever,  we  fhall  (hare 
Complete  uninterrupted,  boundlefs  blifs; 
InceiTant  flowing  forth  from  God’s  right  hand, 
Well  of  perennial  joy  J  !  Our  moral  powers. 

By  perfect  pure  benevolence  enlarg’d, 

With  univerfal  fympathy,  fhall  glow 
Love’s  flame  ethereal  !  And  from  God  himfelf, 
Love’s  primal  fource,  and  ever-blefling fun, 
Receive,  and  round  communicate  the  warmth 

*  Alluding  to  his  celebrated  wifh  of  divine  illumination 
from  feme  fuperior  power. 

f  I crxyyOso',*  i  See  Plalm  xiv.  is. 
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Of  gladnefs  and  of  glory  !  Then  fliall  rule, 

From  dregs  of  fordid  interefl  defecate. 

Immortal  friendfhip.  Then  too  fliall  we  trace— 
With  minds  congenial  and  athirfl  for  truth 
Sincere  and  Ample,  the  Creator’s  works, 

Illumin’d  by  the  intelle£lual  foul, 

Refin’d,  exalted  ! — Animating  thought  ! 

To  talk  with  Plato,  or  with  Newton  tread 
Thro’  empyrean  fpace  the  boundlefs  track 
Of  liars  erratic,  or  the  comet  vague 
With  fiery  lullre  wandering  thro’  the  depths 
Of  the  blue  void,  exhaulllefs,  infinite  ; 

While  all  its  wonders,  all  its  myllic  ufe, 

Expand  themfelves  to  the  admiring  fight ! 

Defcending  then  from  the  celeftial  range 
Of  planetary  worlds,  how  blefl  to  walk 
And  trace  with  thee,  nature’s  true  lover,  Hale* 
*— In  fcience  fage  and  venerable — trace 
Thro’  vegetation’s  principle,  the  God  ! 

Read  in  each  tube,  capillary,  and  root. 

In  every  leaf  and  bloflom,  fruit  and  flower. 
Creative  energy,  confumrnate  art, 

Beauty  and  bounty  blended  and  complete  ! 

Oh  what  a  burll  of  wifdom  and  delight. 

Intelligence  and  plealure,  to  engage 

Th’  enraptur’d  mind  for  ages  1  ’Twere  too  fliort 

FI  5  Eternity 
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Eternity  Itfelf,  with'  reafoning  quell  • 

To  fearch,  to  contemplate  great  nature’s  God 
Thro’ all  his  nature’s  works !  Suns,  flars,  and  ikies,.. 
With  all  their  vaft  and  elemental  flore  : 

Seas,  with  their  finny  myriads  :  birds  that  wing  . 
With  glittering  pinions  the  elafticair. 

And  fill  the  woods  with  muiic  :  Animals, 

That  feed,  that  clothe,  that dabour  for  their  lord. 
Proud  man;  and  half  up  to  his  reafort  climb 
By  inftinft  marvellous  !  Fruits,  that  infinite 
in  glow  and  tafte  refrefh  creation’s  toil; 

And  flowers,  that  rich  in  (cent  their  incenfe  fweet  " 
■ — Delicious  offering  both  to  God  and  many*-** 
Breathe  free  from  velvet  variegated  hues. 

And  fpeak  celeftial  kindnefs  then  from  thefc 
His  leffer  wonders— Fam’d  anatomiffs. 

Ye,  who -with  Scrupulous,  but  ftill  painful  fearch^ 
Pbre  doubtful  in  the  dark  recefs  of  life  — 

Then  turn  we,  Chefelden,  to  man  ;  fo  form’d 
With  fear  and  wonder  by  the  maffer-hand. 

And  learn  we,  from  difcovery  of  the  fp rings 
Of  this  divine  automaton  :  the  blood 
In  nimble  currents  courfing  thro’  the  veins 
And  purple  arteries;  the  fibres  fine; 

The  tubal  nerves,  fo  ramified,  and  quick  . 

To  keen  fenfation;  all  the  various  parts 
So  complicate, .yet  diflinft  ;  adapted  each 


f 'thoughts  in  Prifon •  155 

Its  functions  with  minutenefs  to  fulfil, 

While  to  the  one  great  end  concuring  all 
With  harmony  unvarying  ! — Learn  we  hence 
The  wifdom  exquifite,  which  gave  to  life, 

To  motion,  this  his  prime,  his  chief  machine  I 
And  fuperadded,  in  his  love’s  difplay, 

The  foul’s  fuperior,  intellectual  rule, 

Connexion  wonderful  !  and  till  that  hour 

1  i 

Of  all-expanding  knowledge,  to  man’s  mind 
Inexplicable  ftill,  and  ftill  unknown  ! 

How  rife  upon  the  thought,  to  truth  attent, 
Truths  new  and  interefting,  ’midil  this  field 
Of  univerfal  fcierice  1 — Nor  fhall  then 
The  fpirit’s  feat  and  influence  on  our  frame, 
Grofs  and  material,  be  alone  evolv’d* 

To  our  aftonifh’d  view.  Spirit  itfelf, 

Its  nature,  properties,  difti  nations,  powers, 
—Deep  fubjedt  of  inveftigation  deep, 

And  chief  refolver  of  man’s  anxious  doubts:, 
Tho’  to  his  fight  impoflible,  or  fearch, 

While  darken’d  by  mortality — fliall  rife. 

Soon  as  he  buries  the  barrier  of  the  grave. 

Clear  and  familiar  on  his  fio;ht  enlarg'd  : 

Seen  in  himfelf,  beatify’d,  and  cloth’d 
With  fpiritual  glory  :  in  the  angelic  world 
Seen  and  admir’d*  And— oh  ccftatic  view, 

H  6  Whofe 
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Whole  fight  is  perfeftblifs,  transforming,  pure*  — 
Seen  and  ador’d  in  Thee,  great  firft  and  laft, 

Sole?  felf-exiflent  Thou  the  gracious  caufe 
Of  all  exiftence;  Infinitely  bleft. 

Yet  pleas’d  with  life  and  being  to  impart 
I  hat  blefling  to  innumerous  creatures  round  l 
Spirit  of  the  univerfe,  thro’  all  diffus’d, 

And  animating  all !  Dread  Triune  God 
W  ith  beams  exhaufllefs  of  eternal  love, 

Of  life,  of  glory,  from  thy  central  throne 
Shining  beneficent :  and  kindling  warm 
In  every  being  fubjeft  to  thy  rule. 

Devotion’s  rapeure  and  thankfgiving’s  fonp*: 

*  There  muft  be  fympathy  in  the  future  ft  ate,  to  render 
it  uniformly  complete  and  perfect.  We  can  have  no  plea* 
fare  in  God,  or  God  in  us,  but  from  that  fympathy  arifing 
f. e»m  fimilitude.  W  e  muft  be  made  like  God  to  enjoy 
beatific  vifion.  Bring  a  bad  man  to  Heaven,  with  a  foul  en- 
crufted  and  fenfualiied,  he  would  have  no  pleafure  in  it  j  nor 
d  ic  endure  the  fi^ht,  any  more  than  reptiles  that 
f  rovel  in  a  cave  amidft  filth  and  darknefs,  could  endure  the 
fplendors  of  the  mid-day  fun.  Shakefpeare’s  defeription  is, 
in  this  view,  highly  animated  : 

“  For  Vice,  tho*  to  a  radiant  Angel  link’d, 

“  Would  fate  it  ft  If  in  a  celeftial  bed, 

And  prey  on  garbage.’* 

*t  Set  Macleane’s  Anfwer  to  Jenyns,  p.  ji. 
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Mellifluous  fongs,  and  hallelujahs  high  ! 

New  wonders  elevate  !  For  not  alone 
By  contemplation  up  to  nature’s  God 
From  nature’s  works  afeending,  final  1  the  foul 
Beatified  receive  in  future  bills 
Acceffions  of  delight  through  endlefs  day  : — * 
Lo,  what  a  feene,  engaging  and  profound, 
Prefents  itfelf  the  darkening  curtain  drawn— 
From  the  high  a£ts  of  Providence,  difplay’d 
In  one  clear  view  confident ;  in  one  end 
Important,  grand,  concentering  :  one  defign 
Superlatively  gracious,  through  the  whole 
Purfued  invariably  ;  even  from  the  hour 
When  pafs’d  the  fentence  on  the  ferpent’s  head. 
To  that  thrice-awful  moment,  when  the  Son 
His  vi£tor-car  o’er  death  and  Hell  fhall  drive 
Triumphant,  and  bolt  fail  the  gates  of  time  ! 

Unroll’d  the  my  flic  volume,  we  behold 
In  characters  of  wifdom  firong  pourtray’d 
The  rife  and  fall  of  empires;  in  thy  hand 
Omnipotent,  or  inftruments  of  good, 

Or  of  thy  juftice  punitive  and  dread 
Awful  difpenfers  !  There,  of  heroes,  kings. 
Sages,  and  faints,  of  prophets  and  of  priefts. 
Thy  diflributions,  difficult  but  wife, 
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Difce  rning,  fliall  we  gratefully  adore : 

And  in  the  long,  long  chain  of  feeming  chance,, 
And  accidents  fortuitous,  fliall  trace 
Omnifcicnce  all-combining,  guiding  all  l 
No  difpenfations  then  will  feem  too  hard. 
Through  temporary  ills  to  blifsful  life 
Leading,  tho’  labyrinthal !  All  will  fliine 
In  open  day  :  all,  o’er  the  mighty  plan, 

Difcover  Thee,  with  wifdom  infinite 
Prefiding  glorious :  All  thy  ftedfaft  truth. 

And  love  paternal,  manifeft;  while  falls 
The  proflrate  world  of  fpirits,  angels,  faints. 

In  adoration's  homage  ’fore  thy  throned 

Nor  to  our  earth,  or  earth’s*  poor  confines* 
The  foul  dilated,  glorified  and  free,  [bounds 
On  feraph’s  wings  fliall  foar,  and  drink  in  glad,. 
New  draughts  of  high  delight  from 'each  furvey 
Of  its  Creator’s  kingdoms  !  Pleas’d  fliall  pafs 
From  flar  to  flar;  from  planetary  worlds. 

And  fyflems  far  remote,  to  fyflems,  worlds 
Remoter  ftill,  in  boundlefs  depths  of  fpace  ; 

Each  peopled  with  its  myriads  :  and  fliall  learn 
The  wife  and  flri£t  dependence  of  the  whole;  . 
Concatenation  finking  of  thy  works, 

All-perfeft,  mighty  Matter  !  Wonder-loft 
In  the  vaft  view  of  fyflems  numberlefs, 

jm 


Thoughts  in  Prijon . 

JOT  regular,  in  one  eternal  round 
Of  beauteous  order  rolling  !  All  defign’d 
With  lkill  confummate,.  tending  to  one  goal  * 
And  manifeding  all,  in  characters 
Tranfparent  as  the  diamond’s  brilliant  blaze^ 
Their  Sovereign  Ruler’s  unity  of  will. 

His  all-efficient  wifdom,  and  his  love, 

In  grace  and  glory  infinite  ;  the  chain 
Connecting  firm,  and  through  its  every  link 
Transfufing  life’s  ineffable  delights  ! 

Oh  goodnefs  providential !  fleeplefs  care  ! 

Intent,  as  ever  bled,  to  blefs  the  whole  ! 

What  plaudits  from  that  whole  are  due,  fliall  burffc 
From  full  creation’s  univerfal  choir  !. 

[found. 

Then,  oh  tranfporting !  fliall  the  fcheme  pro- 
H  eaven’s  labour,  and  of  angels  anxious  thought 
Sublimed  meditation  ; — then  fliall  bla7x 
In  fulled  glory  on  the  race  redeem’d,. 
Redemption’s  bound lefs  mercy  !-High  in  Heav’m,, 
To  millions  bled,  rejoicing  in  its  grace, 

And  hymning  all  its  bounties,  fhall  the  crofs. 
Thy  crols,.  all-conquering  Saviour,  be  difplay’d. 
While  feraphs  veil  their  glories,  and  while  mem, 
Thronging  innumerable,  prodrate  fall 
Before  thy  feet,  and  to  the  bleeding  Lamb 
Afcribe  their  free  falvation  !— 

’Midfe 
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’Midft  that  throng 

Of  fpirlts  juftified,  and  thro’  thy  blood 
Cleans’d,  perfected,  and  bleft,  might  I  be  found, 
To  lcenes  fo  high  exalted  ;  to  fuch  views 
Ennobling  brought,  fuch  intellect  refin’d. 

Such  light  and  love,  fuch  holinefs  and  peaces 
Such  fpheres  of  fcience,  and  fuch  realms  of  reft  ! 
Ah,  how  I’d  fcorn  the  paftage  ftrait  of  death, 
How  doleful  e’er  and  horrid  !  How  I’d  look 
With  ftedfaftnefs  unfhaken  through  the  grave, 
And  ffnile  o’er  all  its  fadnefs  !  How  I’d  rife 
Exulting,  great  Forerunner,  o’er  the  waves 
And  bitternefs  of  life  !  How,  fmiling,  court  ’ 
Ev’n  the  fell  hand  of  horror,  to  difmifs 
From  earth,  from  darknefs,  my  delighted  foul 
To  Heaven,  to  God,  and  everlafting  day  ! 

Teacher  of  truth,  bleft  Jefu  ! — On  the  throne 
Of  majefty  co-equal  thou  who  fitt’ft 
From  all  eternity  in  glory’s  blaze 
With  thy  Almighty  Father  !  Thou,  benign. 
From  boforn  of  that  Father  haft  brought  down 
Intelligence  to  man  of  this  bleft  ftate 
Confolatory,  rational ;  and  fraught 
With  every  good  beyond  the  higheft  reach 
Of  man’s  fupreme  conception  !  How  fhall  then 
In  equal  language  man  his  homage  pay, 
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Or  grateful  laud  thy  goodnefs  !  Sons  of  Greece, 
Or  ye,  who  in  old  times,  of  fevenfold  Nile, 
Proud  Tyber,  or  the  Ganges’  facred  flood 
Religious  drank,  and  to  your  daemons  dark 
Paid  luperftition’s  tribute  ; — tho’  I  trace 
Delighted,  in  your  vifions  of  the  world 
Beyond  the  grave,  your  dreams  of  future  life,— 
Proofs  of  that  life’s  firm  credence,  of  your  faith 
In  the  foul’s  deathlefs  nature; — yet  with  tears 
Of  human  pity,  humbled  o’er  the  fenfe 
Of  human  imbecility,  I  read 
Your  futile  fables,  puerile  and  poor; 

To  the  foul’s  life,  to  virtue’s  godlike  love 
Unanimating,  ufelefs ;  while  illum’d 
By  gofpel-fplendor, — elfe,  no  doubt,  as  dark 
And  worthy  pity — owns  my  heart  rejoic’d. 

That  gofpel’s  eminence  of  wifdom,  truth, 

And  heavenly  emanation,  in  its  traits 
Of  future  life  fuperlatively  drawn! 

[feribe 

And  who  could  paint  that  life,  that  feene  de« 
Immortal,  and  all-glorious,  from  the  view 
Of  mortals  fhrouded  ever, — fave  the  Son, 

Who  from  eternity  that  life  enjoyed  ; 

And  came  in  condefcenfion  to  reveal 
A  glimpfe  of  its  perfeftion  to  mankind  ? 
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Prefumption  vain  and  arrogant  in  man,- 
1  o  think  of  fketching  with  his  weak,  faint  liney 
A  fcene  fo  much  above  him  !  And  behold 
That  vain  prefumption  punifh’d  as  it  oughtx 
In  Araby’s  Impoftor,  dark  and  lewd ; 

Who  dar’d,  with  temporary  follies  fraught^ 

And  low  felf-intereff,  ffaiking  in  the  van 
Of  mad  ambition’s  route— to  cheat  his  train^ 
Deluded  by  his  darings,  with  the  hope 
Of  fenfual  ravifhment,  and  carnal  joys 
Perpetual  in  the  Paradife  of  God 
Referv’d- — forfons  of  murder  and  of  luff  f* 

[fhame* 

Shame  on  the  impious  madnefs ! — Nor  lefs- 
Muff  truth  indignant  dart  on  thofe  who  boaft 
Exclufive  Chriftianity  ;  yet  dare, 

Prefumptuous,  in  their  fancied  penal  fire 
To  fetter  the  free  foul,  “  till  the  foul  fins 
iC  Done  in  its- clays  of  nature  be  purged  out 
<c  And  burn’d  away  unlefs  by  lucky  chance 
The  oft-repeated  mafs,  thro’  potent  gold, — 
All-facred  influence  ! — gain’d,  unlocks  the  door 
Of  clifmal  prifon-houfe,  and  gives  tire  foul 
Enfranchis’d,  up  to  Peter’s  better  care  1 

*  See  Hamlet, 

Prepoftcrousj* 
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Prepofterous,  weak  dclufion  !  ft  range  re  pro  a  cR*. 
To  Ghnftian  fapience,  and  to  manly  icnic  ! 

But  not  to  Ch rift’s  true  gofpel,  and  the  code 
Of  Revelation  pure  ;  before  whole  light* 
Refplendently  informing,  fables  old 
Like  thefe,  and  vain  (of  ignorance  the  birth* 

O  r  coinage  lacerdotal,  in  an  age 
Of  grofs  Cimmerian  darknefis),  growling  hide? 
Their  ignominious  heads :  as  birds  of  nighty 
Reptiles,  and  beafts  of  prey  before  the  fun, 
Mounting  the  mifty  hills,  in  fplendor  rob’d* 

And  beaming  all  around  refulgent  day  1 

Other,  far  other,  from  that  luminous  codfc 
Breaks  on  the  rational,  enlighten’d  mind 
In  perfect  beauty  that  exalted  ftate, 

Of  whole  high  excellence  our  fight  hath  clar’d* 
How  dim  foe’er,  to  take  an  humble  glimpfe* 

And  peep  into  its  wonders  ! — But  what  tongue 
Of  man  in  language  adequate  can  tell, 

What  mortal  pencil  worthily  pour-tray  [death. 
That  excellence,  thofe  wonders — where  nor 
Nor  fin,  nor  pain  fhall  enter  ever; — where, 

Each  ill  excluded,  every  good  fhall  reign  ; 

Where  day  fhall  ne'er  decline;  but  ceafelefs  light 
- — The  Lamb’s  eternal  luftre — blazing  blefs 
With  faiutary  glory  1  where  fhall  fmile 

One 
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One  fpring  unvarying;  and  glad  nature  teem 
Spontaneous  with  exuberance  of  bounty  ! 
Where,  in  immortal  health,  the  frame  fublim’d. 
Refin’d,  exalted  thro’  the  chyinic  grave, 

In  union  with  the  foul  made  perfe<ft,  pure, 

And  to  the  likenefs  of  its  God  transform’d, 

Shall  hnd  for  every  lenfe  divine  employ, 
Gratification  ample,  exquiiite, 

Angelical,  and  holy  :  Chief  in  fight, 

In  vifion  beatific  of  its  God; 

In  bleft  communion  of  his  love  ;  in  praife, 

High  choral  praife,  ft  rung  to  the  golden  harp 
In  unilon  eternal,  with  the  throng, 

1  houfands  of  thoufands  that  furround  the  throne, 
And  feel  his  praife,  their  glory,  and  their  blifs ! 

There  too  his  works  conftant  tlf  adoring  foul 
Shall  pleas’d  inveftigate  ;  and  conftant  find 
F refill  well-fpring  of  delight ;  there  conftant  fhare 
*1  he  lov’d  fociety  and  converfe  high 
Of  all  the  good,  the  wife,  the  truly  great 
Of  every  age  and  clime;  with  faints  and  feers 
Divine  communication  holding,  rapt 
Perpetually  in  new  and  deep  difplays 
Of  vvifdom  boundiefs,  and  of  perfeft  love. 

Then  too,  oh  joy  !  amidft  this  blaze  of  good, 
This  confummatioa  rich  of  higheft  blifs; 
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Then  fhall  we  meet, — meet  never  more  to  part. 
Dear,  dear,  departed  friends!  and  then  enjoy 
Eternal  amity.  My  parents  then,  [cheeks 

My  youth’s  companions*  ! — F  rom  my  moiften’d 
Dry  the  unworthy  tear  !  Where  art  thou,  Death  } 
is  this  a  caufe  for  mourning  ? — What  a  ftate 
Of  happinefs  exalted  lies  before  me  ! 

Lo,  my  bar’d  boft>m  !  Strike  :^-I  court  the  blow  : 
I  long,  I  pant  for  everlafling  day, 

For  glory,  immortality,  and  God  ! 

[thus 

But,  ah  !  why  droops  my  foul?  why  o’er  me 
Comes  a  chill  cloud  ?  Such  triumph  well  befuits 
The  faithful  chriftian;  thee  had  fuited  well. 

If  haply  perfevering  in  the  courfe, 

As  fir  ft  thy  race  exultingly  began. 

But  thou  art  fallen,  fallen  !  Oh  my  heart. 

What  dire  compun&ion  ! — funk  in  foul  offence 
A  prifoner,  and  condemn’d  :  an  outcaft  vile; 
Bye-word  and  fcorn  of  an  indignant  world, 

Who  reprobate  with  horror  thy  ill  deeds ; 

Turn  from  thee  loath’d,  and  to  damnation  juft 
Aftign,  unpitying,  thy  devoted  head, 

Loaded  with  every  infamy  ! 

Dread  God 

Of  Juftice  and  of  Mercy  !  wilt  thou  too, 

?  See  Thoughts  on  the  Epiphany,  ver.  331,  See, 
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In  fearful  indignation  on  my  foul, 

My  anguifli’d  foul,  the  door  of  pity  clofe. 

And  fhut  me  from  thee  ever? — Lo  1  in  dull, 
Humiliant,  proftrate,  -weeping  ’fore  thy  throne—* 
Before  thy  crofs,  oh  dying  Friend  of  man, 
Friend  of  repentant  iinners,  I  confefs, 

And  mourn  my  deep  tranfgreffions ;  as  the  fancl 
In  numerous,  ns  the  glowing  crimfon  red  : 

With  every  aggravation,  every  guilt 
Accumulate  and  burden’d  !  Againft  light, 
’Gaind  love  and  cleared;  knowledge  perpetrate  ! 
Stamp’d  with  ingratitude’s  molt  odious  flain.; 
Ingratitude  to  thee  ;  whofe  favouring  love 
Had  blefs’d  me,  had  diftinguifh’d  me  with  grace*. 
With  goodnefs  far  beyond  my  wild  or  worth  ! 
Ingratitude  to  man  ;  whole  partial  ear 
Attended  to  my  dodlrine  with  delight; 

And  from  my  zeal  confpicuous  juftly' 'claim’d 

Confpicious  example  ! - -Lord,  I  link 

O’erwhelm’d  with  felf-convi&ion,  with  difmay. 
With  anguifh  and  confufion  pad  compare  ! 

And  could  I  weep  whole  leas  oi  briny  tears 
In  painful  penitence;  could  I  deplore 
From  my  heart’s  aching  fountain,  drop  by  drop. 
My  crimes  and  follies;  my  deep  grief  and  fhame* 
For  vile  difhonour  on  thy  gofpel  brought; 
f  or  vile  diicredit  to  my  order  done; 

For 
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IFor  deep  offence  againft  my  country’s  laws  l 
For  deep  offence  to  pity  and  to  man,— 

A  patriarchal  age  would  be  too  fhort 
To  fpeak  my  borrows  and  lament  my  fins  ; 

Chief,  as  I  am,  of  finners !  Guiltier  far 
Than  he  who,  falling,  at  the  cock’s  fhrill  call 
Rofe,  and  repented  weeping  :  Guiltier  far — 

1  dare  not  fay,  than  Judas;  for  my  heart 
Hath  ever  lov’d, — could  never  have  betray’d, 

.Oh  never,  never  Thee,  dear. Lord!  to  death; 
Tho’  cruelly,  unkindly  and  unwife 
That  heart  hath  facrific’d  its  truth  and  peace, 

— For  what  a  fhameful,  what  a  paltry  price  !—» 
To  fin,  detefted  fin;  and  done  thee  wrong, 
OhTlefled  fource  of  all  its  good,  its  hope  ! 

Tor,  tho’  thus  funk,  thus  {inful,  borrowing  thus* 
It  dare  not,  cannot  Judas’ crime  commit, 

Taft  crime, — and  of  thy  mercy,  Lord  defpair  ! 
But,  confcious  of  its  guilt;  contrite  and  plung’d 
In  loweft  felfrabjefticn,  in  the  depths 
<Of  fad  compun&ion,  of  repentence  due 
And  undiffembled,  to  tliy  crofs  it  cleaves. 

And  cries  for— ardent  cries  for  mercy,  Lord  ! 
Mercy,  its  only  refuge  !  Mercy,  Chrift  ! 

By  the  red  drops  that  in  the  garden  gufh’d 
^Midffthy  foul’s  anguifh  from  thee  !  By  the  drops 
>That  dowa  thy  precious  temples  from  the  crown 
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Of  agony  diftill’d  !  By  thofe  that  flow’d 
From  thy  pierc’d  hands  and  blefled  feet  fo  free; 
By  all  thy  blood,  thy  fufferings,  and  thy  death, 
Mercy,  oh  Mercy,  Jefus  !  Mercy  Thou, 

Who  erft  on  David,  with  a  clement  eye, 

When  mourning  at  thy  footftool,  deign’dft  to  look 
Thou,  who  tli’  adulterous  Magdalen  forgav’ft, 
When  in  the  winning  garb  of  penitence 
Contrite  (he  knelt,  and  with  her  flowing  tears 
Wafh’d  lowly  thy  lov’d  feet !  Nor  thou  the  thief, 
Ev’n  in  the  laft,  the  bittereft  hour  of  pain, 
Refufedft,  gracious  !  Nor  wilt  thou  refufc 
My  humble  application,  nor  reject 
My  broken  bleeding  heart,  thus  offer’d  up 
On  true  contrition’s  altar  ;  while  thro’  Thee, 
Only  thro’  Thee  acceptance  do  I  hope, 

Thou  bleeding  love  !  confummate  Advocate, 
Prevailing  Interceffor,  great  High  Prieft, 
Almighty  Sufferer  !  Oh  look  pitying  down  ! 

On  thy  fuffleient  merits  I  depend  ; 

From  thy  unbounded  mercies  I  implore 
The  look  of  pardon  and  the  voice  of  grace, — 
Grace,  Grace  ! — Vi&orious  Conqueror  over  fin, 
O’er  death,  o’er  Hell,  forme,  for  all  mankind  ; 
For  grace  1  plead  :  repentant  at  thy  feet 
I  throw  myfelf,  unworthy,  loft,  undone  ; 
Trufting  my  foul,  and  all  its  dear  concerns, 

With 
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’With  filial  refignation  to'thy  will  : 

"Grace, — dill  on  grace  my  whole  reliance  built: 
Glory  to  grace  triumphant  1 — And  to  thee, 
Dilpenler  bounteous  of  that  fovereign  grace ! 
Jeius,  thou  -King  of  glory  !  at  thy  call 
I  come  obedient :  lo,  the  future  world 
.Expands  its  views  tranfporting  !  Lord,  I  come  ; 
And  in  that  world  eternal  truft  to  ’plaud, 

ith  all  redemption’s  Ions,  thy  glorious  grace  I 

Then  farewell,  oh,  my  friends'!  light  o’er  my 
The  green  fod  lay,  and  dew  it  with  the  tear  [grave 
Of  memory  affedionate  !  and  vou 

j 

"  The  curtain  dropt  decilive,  oh  my  foes. 

Your  rancour  drop  ;  and,  candid,  as  1  am 
Speak  of  me,  haplefs  !  Then  you’ll  fpeak  of  one 
Whole  bofom  beat  at  pity’s  gentled  touch 
•h  rom  earl i eft  infancy  :  whole  boyifh  mind 
in  ads  humane  and  tender  ever  joy’d  ; 

And. who, —that  temper  by  his  inmoft  fenfe 

Approv’d  and  cultivate  with  condant  care. _ - 

.Melted  thio  life  at  Sorrow plaintive  talc  \ 

And  urg’d,  compaffionate  with  pleafure  ran 
1  o  foothe  the  fufferer  and  relieve  the  woe  I 
Of  one,  who,  though  to  humble  fortune  bred. 
With  fplendid  generofity’s  bright  form 
Too  ardently  enamour'd,  turn’d  his  fight, 

J  Deluded 
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Deluded,  from  frugality’s  juft  care, 

And  parfimony  needful  !  One  who  fcorn’d 
Mean  love  of  gold,  yet  to  that  power, — his  fcorti 
Retorting  vengeful,— a  mark’d  vi&irn  fell  ! 

Of  one,  who,  unfufpedting,  and  ill-form’d 
lor  the  world’s  fubtleties,  his  bare  breaft  bore 
Unguarded,  open;  and  ingenuous,  thought 
All  men  ingenuous,  frank  and  open  too  ! 

Of  one,  who,  warm  with  human  paftions,  foft 
To  tendered:,  impreftions,  frequent  rufh’.d 
Precipitate  into  the  tangling  maze 
Of  error inftant  to  each  fault  alive 
Who,  in  his  little  journey  through  the  worlds 
Milled,  deluded  oft,  miftook  his  way  ; 

Met  with  bad  roads  and  robbers,  for  his  fteps 
Iniidious  lurking  :  and,  by  cunning  craft 
Of  fellow-travellers  fometimes  deceiv’d, 

Severely  felt  of  cruelty  and  fcorn. 

Of  envy,  malice,  and  of  ill  report*. 

The 

The  following  is  a  hriking- inftance,  and  .ail  alarming 
proof,  that  calumny  and  hander  will  one  day  grievouhy 
afhift  the  confcious  mind.— A  clergyman,  with  whom  I  had 
lived  in  much  friendlhip,  always  ready  to  fhew  him  every 
proof  of  civility,  and  for  whom  I  had  much  efteem  j  after 
an  abfence  of  a,  twelve-month  and  more,  lent  me  a  line,  that 
he  was  then  in. a  dangerous  hate, apprehend ve  of  ipeedy  death. 

,1  Hew 

/ 
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*jHie  heavy  Band  opprcffive  !  One  who  brought 
— From  ignorance,  from  indilcretion  blind,— 
'Ills  numerous  on  his  head;  but  never  aim’d, 
Norwifh’d  an  ill  or  injury  to  man  ! 
injur’d,  with  cheerful  readinefs  forgave  ; 

Nor  for  a  moment  in  his  happy  heart 
Harbour* d  of  malice-  or  revenge  a  thoughts 
Still  glad  and  bleft  to  avenge  his  foes  defpite 
By  deeds  of  love  benevolent !— Of  one— 

•d  flew  to  my  friend  with  all  zeal  and  fpeed  ,*  and  found  hint* 
as  it  feemed,  in  a  very  dangerous  way.  Almoft  as  foon  as 
lie  law  me  he  burft  into  tears,  and  clafping  my  hands  vehe¬ 
mently,  faid,  “  Oh,  my  dear  Do&or,  I  could  not  die  irt 
peace  without  feeing  you,  and  earneftly  imploring  your 
“  pardon.  For  amidd  all  the  Teeming  friendlhip  I  (lie wed* 
J{  I  have  been  your  bitter  enemy.  1  have  done  all  I  could  oa. 
ec  every  occadon  to  traduce  and  lefTen  you  :  Envy,  baie  envy 
u  alone,  being  my  motive  ;  for  I  could  not  bear  the  brilliancy 
of  your  reputation,  and  the  fplendor  of  your  abilities. 
«  — Can  you  forgive  me 

X  was  (hocked  ;  but  with  great  truth  told  him  to  be  per- 
'  fedtly  at  peace  ;  that  he  had  my  moft  fmcere  forgivenefs* 
'■■—■I  did  all  I  could  to  foothe  his  mind.  He  recovered  ;  and 
furely  mud  ever  be  my  friend !  Would  to  God  what  he  then 
fullered  may  be  a  warning  to  him,  and  to  all,  how  they  in¬ 
dulge  fueh  diabolical  pallions  t  which,  as  being  mod  oppo¬ 
site  to  the  God  who  is  love,  cannot  but  (boner  or  later  woe- 
' fully  didrafl  the  heart  I 
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Oh  painful  contradiftion,  who  in  Goc35 
In  duty,  plac  d  the  fummit  of  his  joy  5 
\  et  left  that, God,  that  blilsful  duty  left, 
Prepollerous,  vile  delerter  !  and  receiv’d 
A  juft  return — u  Defertio-n  from  his  God, 

And  confequential  plunge  into  the  depth 
Ci  Of  all  his  prelent— of  ;all  human  woe !” 

[faint 

Then  hear  his  fufferings  !  'Hear  (if  found  too 
His  feeble  fong  to  win  attention)  hear 
And  heed  his  dying  counfel  !  Cautious,  fhun 
The  rocks  on  which  he  fplit.  Cleave  clofe  to  God, 
Your  Father,  fure  Protedlor,  and, Defence: 
Forfakc  not  his  lov’d  fe twice ;  and  your  caufe 
Be  fure  he’ll  ne’er  forfake.  Initiate  once 
Happy  and  profperous,  in  religion’s  courfc 
Oh  perlevere  unfainting  !  Nor  to  vice 
Or, tempting  folly , flighted:  parley  give: 

Their  black  tents  never  enter:  On  the  watch 
Continue  unremitting,  nor  e’er  Hack 
The. neceffary  guard.  Trivial  negle&s, 

Smalleft  beginnings*,  to  the  wakeful  foe 

m 

*  Principiis  obfta  :  fero  rnedicina  paratur. 

Cum  mala  per  longas  convaluere  moias. 

Sed  propera  ;  nee  te  venturas  differ  in  horas. 

Quil  119a  eft  hodie,  eras  minus  aptus  erit. 

Ov.  R.  A.  lib.  1.  L.  91, 
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Open  the  door  of  danger  ;« — and  down  links, 
Thro’  the  minuted  leak  once  fprung,  the  fliip 
In  g.iy'eft  and  moil  gallant  tackle  trim.- 
By  friiall  negle&s  he  fell'!—* 

Oh  could  ye  rife, 

Slcft  iflinifters  of  peace,  by  his  fad  fall  ; 

Gather  increafe  of  caution  and  of  zeal  ; 

And,  feeing  on  what  Hippery  edge  ye  ftand, 
OTfoul  and  fatal  lapfe  take  the  more  heed  ; — 
With  deeper  thankfulnefs  he’d  bow  the  knee, 
While  thus  his  fate  productive  prov’d  of  good 
To  you,  of  truth  bleft  heralds  !  whom  he  views 

j  ' 

With  heart-felt  anguifh  fcandaliz’d,  impugn’d 
By  his  atrocious  follies  :  But  for  that 
Not  honour’d  lefs,  or  honourable,  if  rous’d, - 
Ev’n  by  his  errors,  wifely  you  maintain 
Your  high  profellion’s  dignity,  and  look 
With  tingle  eye  intent  on  the  great  work 
Thrice  holy,  of  your  calling  ;  happieft  work 
Of  mortals  Here,  u  Salvation  of  mens  fouls.” 

Oh  envied  paftor,  who  thus  occupied 
Looks  down  on  low  preferment’s  diftant  views* 
Contemptible  j  nor  e’er  his  plotting  mind 
T  o  little,  mean  fervilities  enllaves ; 

Forgetting  duty’s  exercile  fublime, 

I  3  And 
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And  his  attachments  heavenly  !  Who  nor  join* 
in  frivolous  converfe  on  the  rife,  of  this. 

Nor  profpe&s  flattering  of  that  worldly. clerk; 
Strange  inconfiftency  !  marching  aloft 
With  hep  fuperior  and  ambition’s  paw 
To  dignity’s  wifh’d  fumroit !— Nor  allows 
Envious,. or  fpreads .malicious  the  low  tales 
IDiminifliing  of  brethren,  who  by  zeal. 

Or  eminence  of  merit  in  the  caufe. 

The  common  caufe  of  Chriit,  diflinguifh’d  Oiine,: 
Oi  futile  politics  and  party  rage 

ho,  heedlels,  ever  for  the  powers  that  be 
In  meek  fincerity  implores  and  lives. 

Only  to  fpread  around  the  good,  the  peace, 

1  ne  truth,  the  happinefs,  his  open  heart 
fn nocuous  poffefles,  as  the  gift 
Of  him,  the  God  of  peace  he.ferves  and  loves!.! 

Much  envied  pallor  ! .  Ah,  ye.  men  of  God,  , 
ho  crowd  the  levee.,,  theatre,  or  court; 
h  oremolt  in  each  amulement’s  idle  walk  ; 

Of  vice- and  vanity  the  lportive  fcorn, 

'I  he  vaunted  pillars - ah^.that  ye  were  all" 

Such  happy,  envied  pallors  !  how  mankind 
With  eyes  of  reverence  would  devoutly  look, 
How  would  yourfelves  with  eyes  of  pleafure  look. 
On  characters  fo  uniform  !  while  now, 

What  view  is  found  kfs  pleaftng  to  the. light !  ' 


/ 
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Nor  wonderful,  my' aged  friends!  Poi  none 
(San  inward  look  complacent  where  a  void 
Prefents  its  deiolations  drear  and  daik. 

Hence  ’tis  you  turn  (incapable  to  bear 
Reflexion’s  juft  refentment)  your  lull’d  minds 
To  infantine  amufements,  and  employ 
The  hours,— fliort  hours,  indulgent  Heaven  af- 
For  purpoies  moft  folemn, — in  the  toil  [folds 
Of  bufy  trifling  ;  of  diverfions  poor,  • 

Which  irritate  as  often  as  amuie  : 

Paflions  moft  low  and  fordid  !  With  due  fliame, 
With  forrow  I  regret — Oh  pardon  me 
This  mighty  wrong  !— that  frequent  by  your  fide 
Silent  Pve  fat,  and  with  a  pitying  eye 
Your  follies  mark’d,  and  unadmoniili’d  left,  • 
Tho’  tenderly  lamenting  !  Yet,  at  laft, 

—If  haply  not  too  late  my  friendly  call 
Strike  on  dead  eats,  oh  profit  by  that  call ! 

And,  to  the  grave  approaching,  its  alarms 
Weigh  with  me  all-confiderate  !  Brief  time 
Advances  quick  in  tread  ;  few  hours  and  dark* 
Remain :  thofe  hours  in  frivolous  employ 
Wafte  not  impertinent;  they  ne’er  return  ! 

Nor  deem  it  dulnefs  to  ftand  ftill  and  paufe 
When  dread  eternity  hath  claims  fo  high# 

©h  be  thofe  claims  fulfill’d  I  - 
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>  Wmm  rf  *  Nor,  my  young  friend*, 

'  S  W  funfhine  warms  with  laughing 

Pafs  you  thofe  claims  unheeding ! — 1&  the  bud ! 

carheft  role  oft  have  I  forrowing  feen 
The  canker-worm  lurk,  blighting  •  oft,  ere  noon,. 

Jne  tu!,P  have  bche>d  drop  its  proud  head  ' 
a n.  eminent  beauty  open’d  to  the  morn  ! 

In  youth,  m  beauty,  in  lift’s  outward  charms 
ooaft  not  lelf-flattering;  virtue  has  a  grace, 
Religion  has  a  power,  which  will  preferve 
Immortal  your  true  excellence  !  Oh  give 
harly  and  happy  your  young  hearts  to  God, 

And  God  will  lmile  in  countlefs  bleffings  on  you  Vi 
Nor,  captivate  by.  falhion  Vidie  glare, 

Anc:  the  world’s  /hews  dehifive,  dance  the  maze, 
The  fame  dull  round,  fatiguingand  fatigu’d, 

Till,  difeontented,  down  in  folly’s  feat, 
.Anddifappointment’s,  worthlefs,  toil’d,  you  fink>- 
Deipifing  and  defpis-’d  !  Your  gentle  hearts 
To  kind  impreffions  yet  fufceptible, 

Will  amiably  hear  a  friend’s  advice ; 

And  if,  perchance,  amidft  the  giddy  whirl . 

Of  circling  folly,  bis  unheeded  tongue 
Hath  wbifper’d  vanity,  or  not  announc’d! 

Truth’s  falutary  diftates  to  your  ears,, 
forgive  the  injury,  my.  friends  belov’d  ;; 

'•  And: 
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And  lee  me  now,  follcitous  t’  atone 

That  and  each  fault,  each  error;  with  full  eyes 

Intreating  you,  by  all  your  hopes  and  fears, 

By  all  your  dear  anxieties ;  by  all 
You  hold  in  life  mod  precious,  to  attend, - 
To  liden  to  his  lore  !  to  leek  for  bills 
In  God,  in  piety  in  hearts  devote 

*  1  -4 

To  duty,  and  ito  Heav’n  !  and  fceking  thus, 

The  treafure  is  your  own.  Angels  on  earth, 
Thus  pure  and  good,  loon  will  ye  mount,  and  live 
Eternal  angels  with  your -Father — God  ! 

OF  admonition  due,  juft  felf-contempt,  • 

And  frank  expodulation’s  honed  charge,  ^ 

The  needful  debt  thus  paid;  hade  thou,  my  Fong, 
As  hades  my  life, — brief  fhadow,— to  its  clofe!' 


Then  farewell,5  oh  my' friends, , mod  valued! 
By  confanguinity?s  endearing  tye, .  [bound 

Or  friend  (hip’s  noble  fervice,  manly  36ve, , 

And  generous  obligations  !  -Ste,  in  all 
— And  fpare  the  tear  of  pity — Heaven’s  high  will 
Ordaining  wife  and  good.  I  fee,  I  own- 
His  dilpenfation,  howfoever  harfh, 

To  my  hard  heart,  to  my  rebellious  fouT 
Needful  and  falutary  !  His  dread  rod 
Paternal,  lo,  I  kifs ;  and  to  the  droke 


is  in 


Severe,  fubmiflive,  thankfully  refign! 

It  weans  me  from  the  world  ;  it  proves  how  vain,.. 
How  poor  the  life  of  erring  man  ! — hath  taught,.. 
Experimentally  hath  taught,  to  looks. 

With  fcorn,  with  triumph  upon  death  ;—to  vvifh 
The  moment  come  ! —  Oh-  were  that  moment 


come 


When,  launch’d  from  ail  that? flnful  here  below, ,,, 
Securely  I  flrall  fail  along  the  tide 


Of  glorious  eternity  !  My  friends, 


BelovM  and  honour’d,  ohthat  we  were  launch’chf 
And  failing  happy  there,  where  fhbrtiy  all ' 

Muft  one  day  fail  !  Oh  that  in- peaceful  port^> 

We  all  were  .landed  !  all  together- fafe 

o 

la  everlafting  amity  and  love 
With  God,  our  God  pour  pilot  thro7  the  {forms  - 
Of  this  life’s  fea  1 — But,  why  the  frivolous  wifh'?  * 
Set  a  few  funs,— —a  few  more  days  decline, 

And  1  fhall  meet  you.— Oh  the  gladfome  hour,*  ; 
Meet  you  in  glory, — nor  with  flowing  tears 
Afiiifted  drop  my  pen,  and  flgh  Adieu  1 


END  OF  THE  FIFTH  WEEK* 


f-j-f  In  a  Poftfcript  to  a  friend,  the  Author  writes 
thus :  I  forgot  to  requeit  my  good  friend  to  tell  Mr. 
Hanway,  that  in  one  of  my  little  melancholy  Poems, 
written  in  this  dreary  place,  I  have  made  fuch  men¬ 
tion  of  him  as  I  think  his  attention  to  the  improvement  • 
of  jails  demands That  I  earneftly  prefs  him,  as  a  ■ 
Chriftian  and  a  Man,  to  purfue  that  improvement 

with  zeal  : — That  much,  very  much  is  to  be  done  : - 

And  that  while  the  ftate  of  prifons  remains  as  it  is,  the 
legiflatdre  has  fome  reafon  to  charge  itfelf  with  the 
greater  part  of  the  robberies,  &c.  committed.  For 
the  offenders  for  petty  crimes  are  here  hardened  in  al-  - 
molt  every  fpecies  of  vice,  and  turned  out,  neceffary 
plunderers  of  the  public,  from  the  depravity  of  their 
unaltered  difpofition,  and  the  deficiency  of  proper  em¬ 
ployment.  I  have  felt  much  on  this  fubje£t  fince  I 
have  been  here  ;  and  expreffed  fomething  of  it  in  the- 
Poem-,  Week  the  Third.  See  page  91,  92^  &c9  * 
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A;  D  M  ONITION. 

A  FFLTCTED  prifoner;  whofoe’er  thou  art* 
^  ^  To  this  lone  room  unhappily  confin’d; 

Be  thy  firft  bufinels  here  to  fearch  thy  heart. 

And  probe  the  deep  corruptions  of  thy  mind  W 

Struck  with*  the  foul  tranfgrefiions  thou  haft- 
wrough  t, .. 

With  fin, — the  fource  of  all  thy  worldly  woe;: 
To  fit  ante,  to  forrow,  to  conviftion  brought, 

Oh,  fall  before  the  throne  of  mercy  low  ! 

%Vith  true  Repentance  pour  thy  foulin  prayer,- 
And  fervent  plead  the  Saviour’s  cleanfing  blood : ; 
Faith’s  ardent  cry  will  pierce  the  Father’s  ear;; 
And  Chrilt’s  a  plea  which  cannot  be  withstood  I: 
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SCRIPTURE-PENITENTS*. 

( A  Fragment.)  • 

FIRST  in -the  lift  of  penitents  we  place 
The  finful  parent  of  our  finful  race;. 

Who  by  temptation  foil’d,  and  man’s  firft  foe, 

«<  Brought  death  into  the  world, and  all  our  woe!’* 

o 

Tranfgreffion’s  debt  howdeeply  does  he  pay  ¥ 
Depriv’d  of  innocence  ;  to' death  a  prey  ; 

From  Paradife  expell’d  ;  .to  toil  afhgn’d,— 

Toil  of  the  fainting  frame  and  fick’ning  mind  F 
And  doom’d  to  Hied,  for  near  a  thoufand  years*. 
O’er  fall’n  defcendants  penitential  tears  ! 

Thus  feiz’d  the  triple  league*  on  mortal  man* 
And  thus,  Repentance,  thy  fad  reign  began. 

Yet,  awful  Power  1  how  bleft  beneath  thy  fway*. 
Who  feel  Contrition’s  dictates,  and  obey  \ 

Their  vicious  deviations  who  deteft,  [breaft  \ 

'  And  hold  Faith’s  crofs,  all-humbled,  to  their 

From 


*  Sin,  Sorrow,  sad  Death*. 
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From.  God’s  lov’d  prefence  then  they  need  nor 

fly*; 

Nor^ope  in  wrath  the  flood-gates  of  the  iky  : 

or  fince  to -man  perfe&ion  was  deny’d^ 

By  thee  his  deep  demerits  are  fupply’d  : 

And,  kd  by  thee  a  fnppliant  to  the  throne, 

1  he  uod  of  mercy  looks  with  pity  down  : . 

bm.Ies  on  the  mourner,.,  and  delights  to  prove 

How- free  is  grace,  and  how. triumphant  love ! 

• 

Sternal  proof  f  See,  bath’d  in  floods  of  tears* 
vY here  David  foremoft  in  thy  train  appears: 

How  deep  his  crime,  the  prophet  pictures  well ; 
How  deep  his  penitence,  thofe  forrows  tell  1 
7  fiat,  whether  to  deplore  the  crime,  or  blefs, 

"VVe  fland  fufpended  ;  fince  its  evil  lefs, 

Lefis  bright  his  foul’s- ingenuous  grief  had  ihbne. 
And  lefs  at  once  his  comfort,  and  our  own  ! 

Hear,  like  a  torrent  how  his  forrows  roll; 
Convi&ion’s  tempeft  tearing  up  his  foul  j 
Hear,  fad  and  folemn,  to  the  mournful  firings*. 

In  trembling  anguifb,  how  he  weepp  and  fings  1 ' 

“  Mercy,  oh -mercy,  .Lord  1  with  humble  heart 
“  For  thy  known  pity’s  fake,  mercy  I  pray  ! 

“  Boundlefs  in  tender  mercies  as  Thou  art. 

Take,  Lord  !  oh  take  my  foul  offence  away  ! 


O  * 

r  { 


*  As  Cain.  Gen.  i v .  i ^ .  i 
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st' Oii,  from  my  loathfome  guilt,  wafh,  cleanfe  my 
foul ; 

4<  Remove,  dear  Father*  each  defiling  fiain  r 
u  Guilty',  oh-,  guilty,  Lord  !  I  own  the  whole; 

“  I' fee,  1  feel  it  ;  all  excufe  is  vain. 

*c  Agairvft  Thee,  Lord  !  ev’n  1  bee,  have  1  tranfb 
grefs’d 

u  Lo,  felf-convi£led,  I  before  Thee  fall  f 
u  Juft  are  thy  words ;  their  truth  is  thus  confeis’cl; 
“Juff  are  thy  judgments  !  Sinners  are  we  alL 

r  . 

4i  Prone  to  offend,  or  ere  to  HirtH  I  came, 

a  My  mother,  when  conceiving,  gave  me  guilt  i 
u  Shapen  in  fin  was  my  corrupted  frame,  [built. 
“  When  in  the  womb  that  wonderous  frame  was 

“■  !  *  *1 1  1^-;  ^  *  -■  y 1  *  "  ■  K  4 *  4 

iC  But  Thou,.,  of  purer  eyes  than  guilt  to  view, 
a*Thou  wilt  accept  the  fouPs  fincere  defire  £ 

<{  Pardon  the  paft,  the  humbled  heart  renew, 
iC  And  wifdom  by  thy  fecret  one  infpjre.. 

“  Then  liflen  to  my  cry ;  and  oh,  my  God j 
“  Purge  me  with  hyffop,  and  I  pure  (hall  grow  j 
**  Wafh  me,  foul  leper,  in  the  myltic  blood, 
i(  And  whiter  !  fhaH  bc  than  whiteft  fnow. 


(fl  4 gain.. 
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Againft  the  voice  of  glaclnefs  let  me  hear  ' 

.  \  vo^ce  pardoning  love,  for  it  is  fweet^ 
I  he  foul  dejefted  lo  fhalt  thou  up  rear,— ~ 

Ihe  worm  which,  crufh’d,  dies  trembling  at£ 
u  thy  feet. 

c<  Hide  from  my  fins,— the  objefts  of  thy  hate,— 
OIi,  hide  thy  face,  and  blot  them  from  thy; 
“  view  : 

A  clean  heart,  God  of  grace,  in  me  create, 
c<  And  a  right  ip i r i t  in  my  foul  renew  ! 

From  thy  lov’d  pre fence  let  me  not  be  driven 
i(  Let  me  not  lofe  thy  bleffed  fpirit’s  aid  ; 

Again  the  joy  of  thy  faivation  giv’n, 

“  Uphold,  fupport,  fuflainmy  heart  difmay’d*- 

Then,  of  thy- pardoning  mercy  fatlsfy’d, 

‘  Thy  paraoning  mercy  loud  will  I  proclaim  rv 
“  So  fhall  tranfgreffors,  taught  by  me,  confide 
“  In  thy  companions  ;  turn,  and  blefs  thy  name,. 

6i  An  !  my  foul  fhudders !  —  From  the  guilt  of 
“  blood,.. 

Oh,,  from  blood-guil trnefs  deliver  me  ! 

“  Oh  God,  deliver — my  falvation’s  God,> 

And  praife  unceafing  will  I  pay  to  thee,  - 


<< 


“  Permit- 
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^Permit  my  lips,  now  clos’d  by  guilt  and  fhame, 
“  Thy  pardoning  love,  Jehovah,,  to  exprefs  ; 
u,Then  to  the  liffning  world  IT1  tell  thy  name. 
Proclaim  thy  praile,  and  fingthy  righcoufncfs* 

«  For  crimes-like  mine  no  offerings  can  atone 
u  The  gift  of  outward  facrihce  is  vain  : 

4<  Could  thefe  avail,  before  thy  righteous  throne 
“  Whole  hecatombs  ]  gladly  would  have  (lain, 

“  The  contrite  fpirit  and  thefighs  fincere. 

Which  from  the  broken,  bleeding  heart  a  rife, 
4i  To  thee  more  pleading  facrihces  are  : 

66  Are  gifts,  my  God,  which  thou  wilt  not  depife. 

u  Hear  then,„.and.  fave  !  and  to  my  people,  Lord,. 
“  Thy  faving  mercy  graciouily  extend  I 
Oh  let  our  Zion  live  in  thy  regard  ; 

“  The  walls  of  our  Jerufalem  defend  ! 

u  So  fhall  the  righteous  to  thy  temple  go, 

c<  And  joyful  bring  their  offering  and  their, 
praife  :■ 

So  fliall  the  blood  of  lambs  in  plenty  flow, 

“  And  incenfe  on  thy  altar  copious  blaze  A*. 

With  joy,  with  grief, .  the  penitent  I  fcey 
Offending  Heav’n,  yet  Heav’n-abfolv’d  for  me  f 

^  Scc.Pfalm  51,  and  Chriftian’s  Magazine,  Vol.  III.  p.  134. 

Oh 
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Gh  while, -like- his,- 1  feel  my  guilt  and  fhamej- 
lie  my  repentance  and  my  grief  the  fame  ! 

Then  lliall  the  truth  which  cheer’d1  his  heart  be 
mine  ; 

Thy  God  has  pardon’d  thee, ..and  life  is  thine.. 

But  hark,  my  foul,  what  melancholy  found 
Re-echoes  from  the  dungeon’s  dark  profound  ! 
Hear,  Sympathetic  hear:  A  King  complains, 
b  .til  n  from  his  throne,  a  pnloner,  and- in  chains  f 

^  « 

u  God  of  the  world,  at  length  thy  rule  I  own; 
(t  And  proftrate  fall  before  thy  boundlefs  throne J 
“  Thy  power  refiftlefs,  trembling  I  confefs : 

**  In  threat’nings  awful,  but  in  love  no  lefs  i - 

“  O  what  a  bl effing  has  that  love  aflign’d, 

“  By  penitence  to  heal  the  wounded  mind  i ' 

“  By  penitence  to  finners,  who  like  me, 

H  More  than  th’un number’d  bands  that  fhore  the 

“  My  crimes  acknowledge ;  which,  of  crimfon  dye^ 
“  In  all  their  fcarlet  horrors  meet  my  eye  1 


Oh  eye,  unworthy  of  the  light  of  Heav’n-: 

€C  Oh  fins  too  mountainous  to  be  forgiven  i 
u  'Oh  rebel  to  the  law  and  love  divine, 

“  How  juftly  Gad's  leverelt  vengeance  thine  !  - 

u  But- 


- 


Scripture-Penitents*  189 

4i  But  oh,  X  benimy  heart’s  obedient  knee, 

In  lupplication,  Lord,  for  grace' from  Thee  1 
«  Y  es,  1  have  iinn’d,  and  1  confefs  the  whole— 
<<  Forgive  me  then,  nor  call  away  my  foul ! 

Save  me  from  evil, —  from  thine  anger  fave, 

Xi  And  fnatch  me  from  the  dark,  untimely  grave  ! 

Xl  Friend  of  the  contrite,  Thou  wilt  pardon 
<c  A  monument  of  mercy  I  fhall  live  !  [give  ; 

And  worthlefs  as  I  am,  for,  ever  prove, 
xc  That  true  repentcnce  leads  to  faving  love  1 
“  That  true  repentance  tunes  to.praiie  the  heart, 
^  And  in  the  choir  of  Heaven  fhall  bear  an 
- a  ample  part  *  V 

Thus,  by  afflidlion’s  deep  corre&iom  taught, 
Manaffeh.  to  the  Lord  for  mercy  fought : 

;By  the  kind  dr  aliening  of  a  Father’s  rod, 
Brought  to  the  knowledge  of  himfelf  and  God  ! 
;Happy  affli&ion,  for  fuch  knowledge  giv’n  ; 

And bleft  the  dungeon  which  led  thus  to  Heaven! 

*  See  Prayer  of  Manaffeh,  -in  the  Apocrypha,  next  to  the 
Firft  book  of  Maccabees  $  and  compare  2  Chron.  xxxiii 
s.  j,  5cc.- 
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R  E  F  L  E  C  T  I  G  N  £. 


(unfinished.) 


HERE,  feclufe  from  worldly  pleafurQ^ 
In  this  doleful  place  confin’d, 
-Come',  and  let's  improve  the  leifure  : 
Meditate,  my  thoughtful,  mind  I 


Soul  alike  and  body  fharin 


How  have  I  the  one  forgot ! 

While  for  t’other  onlv  carino-, 

Lo  !  my  milerable  lot  ! 

\  et  the  one  I  fo  much  cherifh. 

Doom’d  to  death  when  giv’n  to  life,* 
Soon,  perhaps,  muff  fink  and  peril'll, 

Duft  to  dull — mull;  end  the  flrife.1 

From  a  tedious  tour  returning. 

Into  diftant  foreign  land, 

How  my  anxious  heart  is  burning 
News  of  home  to  underhand  ! 


4 


To  My  FRIENDS-, 


■Efpecially  of  the 


c  1 


(CHARITABLE  SOCIETIES, 


On  their  Solicitude. 

H,  my  lov’d  friends !  why  all  this  care  for 


JTjL  To  life  fo  loft,  fo  totally  undone  ;  [one 
‘  Whofe  meat  and  drink  are  only  bitter  tears. 
Nights  pafs’d  in  forrow,  mornings  wak’d  to  cares; 
"vWhofe  deep  offence  fits  heavy  on  his  foul, 

And  thoughts  fell-torturing  in  deep  tumult  roll ! 

Could  you,  by  all  your  labours  fo  humane, 
-From  this  dread  prifon  his  deliverance  gain; 
Could  you,  by  kind  exertions  of  your  love. 

To  generous  pardon  royal  mercy  move,  [head, 
WVhere  fhould  he  fly?  where  hide  his  wretched 
TVith  fhame  fo  cover’d;  fo  to  honour  dead  ? 

Spare  then  the  talk,  and,  as  he  longs  to  die, 
‘Set  free  the  captive,-— let  his  fpirit  fly,  l 

Enlarg’d  and  happy,  to  its  native  fky  !  J 

Not  doubting  mercy  from  his  grace  to  And, 

Who  bled  upon  the  crofs  for  all  mankind. 


But 
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But  if  it  mu  ft  not  be  ; — If  Heaven’s  high w HI 
Ordains  him  yet  a  duty  toTulfil;  [fparqs 

•Oh  may  each  breath*  while  God  that  breath  ft  all 
Be  yours  in  gratitude,  be  Heaven’s  in(prayer! 
Deep  as  his  fin,  and' low  as  his  offence, 

High  be  his  rife  thro’  humbled;  penitence  ! 

While,  life  or  death, — mankind  at  lead  ftall 
From  his  fad  dory,  and  your  kind  concern,  [learn 
That  wTorks  of  mercy,  and  a  zeal  to  prove 
By  fympathetic  aid  the  heart  of  love, 

On  earth  itfelf  a  fure  reward  obtain  ; 

Nor  e’er  fall  pity’s  kindly  drops  in  vain! 

1  live  a  proof. !  and  dying,  round  my  urn 
Alfli&ion’s  family  will  crowd  and  mourn  : 

“  Here  reds  our  friend,”  if  weeping  o’er  my 
They  cry— tis  all  the  epitaph  1  crave,  [grave 
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THE 


CONVICT’S  ADDRESS 

TO  HIS 

UNHAPPY  BRETHREN: 


Delivered  in  the  Chapel  of  Newgate,  on 
Friday,  June  6,  1777, 


By  WILLIAM  DODD,  LL.  D. 


I  acknowledge  my  Faults:  and  my  Sin  is  ever  before  ms. 

Psalm  U, 


[  i9  6  1 


T  O  T  H  E 


REVEREND  MR.  VILLETTE, 


Ordinary  of  Newgate. 

Reverend  Sir, 

THE  following  Addrefc  owes  its  prefent  pul)- 
■lie  appearance  to  yon.  I  read  it  to  you  alter 
it  was  compofed,  and  you  thought  it  proper  to 
be  delivered,  as  was  intended.  \  ou  heard  it  de¬ 
livered,  and  are  plea  fed  to  think  that  its  pub¬ 
lication  will  be  ul e ful. — — to  a  poor  abjefit 
worm,  like  myfelf,  this  is  a  fufficient  induce¬ 
ment  to  that  publication  ;  and  i  heartily  pray 
Clod,  that  in  your  hands  it  may  frequently  and 
effectually  adminifter  to  the  inflruclion  and  com¬ 
fort  of  the  miserable. 

I  am,  dear  Srr, 

''With  my  fincereft  thanks  for  your  humane 

and  friendly  attention. 

Your  truly  forrowful 
and  much  afflifted  Brother  in  Chrift, 


Friday,  June  0, 


WILLIAM  DODD. 


AN  ADDRESS,  &c. 


My  dear  and  unhappy  Fcllow-Pri  (oners* 


CONSIDERING  ray  peculiar  circumftances 
and  iituation,  I  cannot  think  ray  felt 
juftified,  if  I  do  not  deliver  to  you,  in  fracere 
Chriftian  love,  fome  of  my  fenous  thoughts  on 
our  prefent  awful  Hate. 


In  the  fixteenth  chapter  of  the  Afts  of  the 
Apoftles,  you  read  a  memorable  ftory  refpefting 
Paul  and  Silas,  who,  for  preaching  the  Gofpel, 
were  call  by  magiftrates  into  prifon,  ver.  2  3-~* 
and,  after  having  received  many  Hripes,  were 
committed  to  the  jailor,  with  a  ft  rift  charge  to 
keep  them  fafely.  Accordingly  he  thruft  them 
into  the  inner  prifon,  and  made  their  feet  fait  in 
the  flocks.  At  midnight  Paul  and  Silas,  fup- 

K  3  ported 
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ported  by  the  teftimony  of  a  gcod  confcience,. 
prayed,  and  fung  praifes  to  God,  and  the  prifon- 
eis  ^caid  them;  and  fuddenly  there  was  a  great 
eaithquake,  fo  that  the  foundations  of  the  prifon 
were  fhaken;  and  immediately  all  the- doors  were 
opened,  and  every  one’s  chains  were  loofed.  The 
keeper  of  the  prifon  awaking  out  of  his  fleep,  and 
ieeing  the  prifon  doors  open,  in  the  greateft 
diftrelsr  as  might  well  be  imagined,  drew  his 
1  \ v oid,  and  would  have  killed  hnnfelf,  fuppofing 
that  the  prifoners  had  been  fled. — But  Paul  cried 
with  a  loud  voice.  Do  thyfelf  no  harm,  for  we 
are  all  here.—- The  keeper,  calling  for  a  light, 
and  finding  his  prifoners  thus  freed  from  their 
bonds  by  the  imperceptible  agency  of  divine 
power,  was  irrefiflibly  convinced  that  thefe  men 
were  not  offenders  againfl  the  Jaw,  but  martyrs 
to  the  truth:  he  lp rang  in  therefore,  and  cam® 
trembling,  and  fell  down  before  Paul  and  Silas, 
and  brought  them  out,  and  faid,„  “-Sirs,. What 
“  mufl  I  do  to  be  favedp* 

What  mufl  I  do  to  be  faved  Vr  is  the  important 
queftion,  which  it  becomes  every  human  being 
to  ffudy,  from  the  firfi  hourof  reafon  to  the  laft  i 
but  which  we,  my  ffcllow-prifoners,  ought  to 
conlkler  with  particular  diligence  and  intenfenefs 
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of  meditation.  Had  it  not  been  foigottcn  01 
n'eglefted  by  us,  we  had  never  appeared  m  this 
place.  A  little  time  forrecolleftion  and  amend¬ 
ment  is  yet  allowed  us  by  the  mercy  of  the  law. 
Of  this  little  time  let  no  particle  be  loft,  bet 
us  fill  our  remaining  life  with  all  the  duties  winch 
our  prefent  condition  allows  us  to  pra£hfe.  Let 
us  make  one  earned:  effort  for  falvation  !  And 
oh!  heavenly  Father,  who  defireft  not  the  death 
of  a  (inner,  grant  that  this  effort  may  not  be  m 
vain  ! 

To  teach  others  what  they  mull  do  to  be  faved, 
has  long  been  my  employment  and  profeffion. 
You  fee  with  what  confufion  and  difhonour  I 
now  hand  before  you — no  more  in  the  pulpit  of 
inftru&ion,  but  on  this  humble  feat  with  your¬ 
selves. — You  are  not  to  confider  me  now  as  a  man 
authorifed  to  form  the  manners,  or  diiedt  tne 
confcience,  and  fpeaking  with  the  authority  of  a 
pallor  to  his  flock. — I  am  here  guilty,  like  your- 
felves,  of  a  capital  offence  ;  and  fentenced,  like 
yourfelves,  to  public  and  fhameful  deatli.  IVIy 
profeffion,  which  has  given  me  flronger  con- 
visions  of  my  duty  than  mofl  of  you  can  be  fup- 
poied  to  have  attained,  and  has  extended  my 
views  to  the  confequences  of  wickednefs  farther 
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than  your  obfervation  is  likely  to  have  reached, 
bas  loaded  my  fin  with  peculiar  aggravations 
and  I  entreat  you  to  join  your  prayers  with 

m  •*  1 1  c ,  that  my  ioitqvv  may  be  proportionate  to 
•my  guilt ! 

i  am  now,  like  you,  inquiring  what  I  muft  do 

^'e  ' Ct 1  •  anc^  hand  here  to  communicate  to 
you  what  that  inquiry  fuggefts.  Hear  me  with 
attention,  my  fellow- pri loners;  and  in  your  me¬ 
lancholy  hours  of  retirement,  confider  well  what 
I  oifer  to  you  from  the  fincerity  of  my  good¬ 
will,  and  from  the  deepeft  conviction  of  a  penitent 
heart. 

salvation  is  promifed  to  us  Chriftians,  on  the 
terms  of  Faith,  Obedience,  and  Repentance.  I 
Rail  therefoie  endeavour  to  fhew  how,  in  the 
ihort  interval  between  this  moment  and  death 
\ve  may  exert  faith,  perform  obedience,  and  exer- 
cuc  i epentance,  in  a  manner  which  our  heavenly7 

Father  may,  in  his  infinite  mercy,  vouchfafe  to 
accept. 

f.  I  aith  is  the  foundation  of  all  Chriffian  vir¬ 
tue.  It  is  that,  without  which  it  is  inipofhble  to 
pleafe  God.  I  fhall  therefore  confider,  firft,  How 

faith 
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faith  is  to  be  particularly  exerted  by  us  in  our 
prefent  date. 

Faith  is  a  fall  and  undoubting  confidence  in 
the  declarations  made  by  God  in  the  holy  Scrip¬ 
tures;  a  fincere  reception  of  the  do&rines  taught 
by  our  bleffed  Saviour ;  with  a  firm  affurance  that 
he  died  to  take  away  the  fins  of  the  world,  and 
that  we  have,  each  of  us,  a  part  in  the  bound leis 
benefits  of  the  univerfal  Saciifice* 

To  this  faith  we  mull  have  recourfe  at  all  times, 
but  particularly  if  we  find  ourfelves  tempted  to 
defpair.  If  thoughts  arife  in  our  minds,  which 
fug°*eft  that  we  have  finned  beyond  the  hope  of 
pardon,  and  that  therefore  it  is  vain  to  feek  for 
reconciliation  by  repentance,  we  muft  remember 
how  God  willeth  that  every  man  fhould  be  laved, 
and  that  thole  who  obey  his  call,  however  late, 
{hall  not  be  reje&ed.— If  we  are  tempted  to  think 
that  the  injuries  we  have  done  are  unrepaired, 
and  therefore  repentance  is  vain,  let  us  remember 
that  the  reparation  which  is  impoffible  is  not  re¬ 
quired  ;  that  fincerely  to  will,  is  to  do,  in  the 
fight  of  Him  to  whom  all  hearts  are  open  ;  and 
that  what  is  deficient  in  our  endeavours,  is  lup- 

K  5  plied 


4 


202  The  ConvLTs  Addrefs 

plied  by  tiie  merits  of  Him  who  died  to  re* 
deem  us. 

\  et  let  us  like  wife  be  careful,. I  eft  an  erroneous 
opinion  of  the  alkfufficiency  of  our  Saviour’s, 
merits  lull  us  into  careleftnels  and  fecurity.  His 
merits  are  indeed  all-fufficient !  But  he  has  pre- 
lciibed  tiie  terms  on  which  they  are  to  operate. 
He  died  to  fave  Tinners,  but  to  fave  only  thofc 
Tinners  that  repent.  Peter,  who  denied  him,  was 
foi  given;  but  he  obtained  his  pardon  by  weeping 
bitterly.  They  who  lived  in  perpetual  regularity 
of  duty,  and  are  free  from  any  grofs  or  vifible 
t  ranigi  cifton,  aie  yet  but  unprofitable  fervants *.— » 
What  then  are  we,  whole  crimes  are  haftenincr 
us  to  the  grave  before  our  time?^-Let  us  work 
with  fear  and  trembling,  but  ftillletus  endeavour 
to  work  out  our  falvatioru  Let  us  hope  without 
pi efumption ;  let  us  fear  without  defperation; 
and  let  our  faith  animate  us  to  that  which  we 
were  to  conlider,., 

# 

Secondly,  «  Sincere  Obedience  to  the  Jaws  of 
**  God.”  Our  obedience,  for  the  fhort  time  yet 
remaining  is  reftrained  to  a  narrow  circle.  Thofe 
duties,  which  are  called  focial  and  relative,  are 
for  the  moft  part  out  of  our  power.  We  can 

contribute 
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contribute  very  little  to  the  general  happincfs  of' 
mankind,  while  on  thole,  whom  kindred  and 
friendfhip  have  allied  to  us,  we  have  brought 
difgrace  and  borrow •  We  can  only  benefit  the 
public  by  an  example  of  contrition,  and  fortify 
our  friends  againll  temptation  by  warning  and 
admonition. 

The  obedience  left  us  now  to  pra&ife  is  “  fub- 
«  million  to  the  will  of  God,  and  calm  acqui- 
«  efeence  in  his  wifdom  and  his  juflice.”  We 
muft  not  allow  ourfelves  to  repine  at  thofe  mife- 
ries  which  have  followed  our  offences,  but  fuffer, 
with  filent  humility  and  refigned  patience,  the 
punifhment  which  we  deierve  ;  remembering 
that,  according  to  the  apoftle’s  decifion,  no  praile 
is  due  to  them  who  bear  with  patience  tojbc  buf¬ 
fered  for  their  fault. 

When  we  confider  the  wickednefs  of  our  paft 
lives  and  the  danger  of  having  been  fummoned 
to  the  final  judgment  without  preparation,  we 
(hall,  I  hope,  gradually  rife  fo  much  above  the 
grofs  conceptions-  of  human  nature  as  to  return, 
thanks  to  GodWor  what  once  feeined  the 
moll  dreadful  of  all  evils — our  deteffion  and 
conviftion  !— We  (brink  back,  by  immediate  and' 
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inftinaive  terror  from  the  public  eye,  turned  as 
f  is  upon  us  with  indignation  and  contempt. 
Impnfonment  is  afflictive,  and  ignominious  death 
is  fearful!  But  let  us  compare  our  condition 
with  that  which  our  aftions  might  reafonably 
have  incurred. — The  robber  might  have  died 
in  the  a<9-  of  violence,  by  lawful  refinance  ;  the 
man  of  fraud  might  have  funk  into  the  grave 
while  he  was  enjoying  the  gain  of  his  artifice,— 
and  where  then  had  been  our  hope  ?  We  have 
now  leifure  for  thought;  we  have  opportunities 
of  inftruftion  ;  and  whatever  we  fufFer  from  of¬ 
fended  laws,  may  yet  reconcile  ourfelves  to  God, 

who,  if  we  lincerely  feek  him,  will  affuredly  be 
found. 

i 

But  how  are  we  to  feek  the  Lord  ?  By  the  way 
which  he  himielf  hath  appointed  j  by  humble^ 
fei vent,  and  frequent  prayer.  Some  hours  of 
w or (li ip  are  appointed  us ;  let  us  duly  obferve 
tnem.  Some  aftiftance  to  our  devotion  is  fup~ 
plied;  let  us  thankfully  accept  it.  But  let  us 
not  reft  in  formality  and  prefcription  :  let  us  call 
upon  God  mgnt  and  day.  vVhen,  in  the  review 
of  the  times  which  we  have  paft,  any  offence 
arifes  to  our  thoughts,  let  us  humbly  implore  for- 
givenefs;  and  for  tkofe  faults  (and  many  they 

arc 
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are  and  mull  be)  which  we  cannot  recolleft,  let 
us  folicit  mercy  in  general  petitions.  But  it  mult 
he  our  conftant  care  that  we  pray  not  merely 
with  our  lips  ;  but  that  when  we  lament  our  fins, 
we  are  really  humbled  in  felf-abhorrence  *;  and 
that,  when  we  call  for  mercy,  we  raife  our 
thoughts  to  hope  and  trull  in  the  goodnefs  of 
God,  and  the  merits  of  our  blefi'ed  Saviour  Jefus 

Chrift. 


The  reception  of  the  holy  Sacrament,  to  which 
we  fhall  be  called,  in  the  moft  folemn  manner, 
perhaps  a  few  hours  before  we  die,  is  the  higheft 
aft  of  Chriftian  worfliip.  At  that  awful  moment 
it  will  become  us  to  drop  for  ever  all  worldly 
thoughts,  to  fix  our  hopes  folely  upon  Chrift, 
whole  death  is  reprefented,  and  to  confider  our- 
felves  as  no  longer  connected  with  moitality. 
And,  poftibly,  it  may  pleafe  God  to  afford  us 
fome  confolation,  fome  fecret  intimations  of  ac¬ 
ceptance  and  forgivenefs.  But  thefe  radiations 
of  favour  are  not  always  felt  by  the  fincereft 
penitents.  To  the  greater  part  of  thole  whom 
angels  {land  ready  to  receive,  nothing  is  granted 
in  this  world  beyond  rational  hope 5  and  with 
hope,  founded  on  promife,  we  may  well  be  fa- 


tisfied, 

4 

#  See  Job,  chap.  xlii.  ver.  6. 
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But  fucli  promifes  of  falvation  are  made  only 
to  the  penitent.  It  is  requifite  then  that  we  con- 


k 

Thirdly,  “  How  repentance  is  to  be  exer~ 
Gifed.”  Repentance,  in  the  general  Rate  of 
ChnRian  life,  is  fuch  a  borrow  for  fin  as  produces 
a  change  of  manners,  and  an  amendment  of  life. 
It  is  that  cnlpohtion  of  mind,  by  which  he  who 
Hole,  Heals  no  more  ^  by  which  the  wicked  mam 
tnrneth  away  from  his  wickednefs,  and  doth  that 
which  is  lawful  and  right.  And  to  the  man  thus 
reformed  it  is  exprefsly  promiled,  that  he  fhall 
fave  his  loul  alive*.  Of  this  repertance  the 
proofs  are  vifible,  and  the  reality  certain,  always 
to  the  penitent,  and  commonly  to  the  church 
with  which  he  communicates ;  becaufe  the  Hate 
of  the  mind  is  difeovered  by  the  outward  adlions. 

* — But  of  the  repentance  which  our  condition  re¬ 
quires  and  admits,  no  fuch  evidence  can  appear  ; 
for  to  us  many  crimes  and  many  virtues  are  made 

*  There  cannot  be  a  Wronger  exemplification  of  this  idea 
than  the  condudl  of  the  jailor,  who  uttered  the  queftion, 
with  which  we  commenced  our  inquiry — What  fliall  I  do  to 

be  laved  ? - What  a  change  of  mind  and  manners  was 

wrought  in  him  by  the  power  of  God  i  Read  Adts,  chap. 
Xvi. 

impoffible 
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impoffible  by  confinement;  and  the  fhortnefs  of 
the  time  which  is  before  ns,  gives  little  power 
even  to  ourfelves,  of  diftingui filing  the  effe&s  of 
terror  from  thofe  of  convi&ion;  of  deciding, 
whether  our  prefent  forrow  for  fin  proceeds  from 
abhorrence  of  guilt,  or  dread  of  punifiiment  ? 
whether  the  violence  of  our  inordinate  paffions 
be  totally  fubdued  by  the  fear  of  God,  or  only 
crufhed  and  reftrained  by  the.  temporary  force  of 
prefent  calamity  ?. 

Our  repentance  is  like  that  of. other  finners  an 
the  death-bed  ;  but  with  this  advantage,  that  our 
danger  is  not  greater,  and  our  ftrength  is  more* 
Our  faculties  are  not  impaired  by  weaknefs  of 
body.  We  come  to  the  great  work  not  withered 
by  pains*  nor  clouded  by  the  fumes  of  difeafe, 
but  with  minds  capable  of  continued  attention* 
and  with  bodies,  of  which  we  need  have  no  care  ! 
We  may  therefore  better  difeharge  this  tre¬ 
mendous  duty,  and  better  judge  of  our  own  per¬ 
formance,. 

Of  the  efficacy  of  a  death-bed  repentance  many 
have  dilputed ;  but  we  have  no  leifure  for  con- 
troverfy.  Fix  in  your  minds  this  decifion,  u  Re- 
f*  pentance  is  a  change  of  the  heart;  of  an  evilto 

“  a  good^ 
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“  a  good  difpofition.”  When  that  change  is 
made,  repentance  is  complete.  God  will  con- 
fider  that  life  as  amended,  which  would  have 
been  amended  if  he  had  fpared  it.  Repentance 
in  the  light  of  man,  even  of  the  penitent,  is  not 
known  but  by  its  fruits ;  but  our  Creator  fees  the 
fruit  in  the  bloffom,  or  the  feed.  He  knows 
thofe  refolutions  which  are  fixed,  thofe  conver¬ 
sions  which  would  be  permanent;  and  will  re¬ 
ceive  them  who  are  qualified  by  holy  defires  for 
works  of  righteoufnefs,  without  exa&ing  from 
them  thofe  outward  duties  which  the  fhortnefs 
of  their  lives  hindered  them  from  performing. 

Nothing  therefore  remains,  but  that  we  apply 
with  all  our  fpeed,  and  with  all  our  ftrength,  to 
re&ify  our  defires  and  purify  our  thoughts ;  that 
we  fet  God  before  us  in  all  his  goodnefs  and  ter- 
rors ;  that  we  conhder  him  as  the  Father  and  the 
Judge  of  all  the  earth;  as  a  Father,  defirousto 
fave  ;  as  a  Judge,  who  cannot  pardon  unrepented 
iniquity ;  that  we  fall  down  before  him  felf-con- 
demned,  and  excite  in  our  hearts  an  intenfe  de¬ 
legation  of  thofe  crimes  which  have  provoked 
him  ;  with  vehement  and  Ready  refolutions,  that 
.if  life  were  granted  us,  it  Ihould  be  fpent  here¬ 
after 
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after  in  the  praftice  of  our  duty*  ;  that  we  pray 
the  Giver  of  grace  to  ftrengthen  and  impreis 
thefe  holy  thoughts,  and  to  accept  our  repent¬ 
ance,  though  late,  and  in  its  beginnings  vio¬ 
lent;  that  we  improve  every  good  motion  by 
diligent  prayer;  and  having  declared  and  con¬ 
firmed  -f  our  faith  by  the  holy  communion, — we 
deliver  ourfelves  into  his  hands,  in  firm  hope, 
that  he  who  created  and  redeemed  us  will  not 
1'ufFer  us  toperifti.  Rom.  v.  8.  viii.  32. 

The  condition,  without  which  forgivenefs  is 
not  to  be  obtained,  is  that  we  forgive  others. 
There  is  always  a  danger  left  men,  frefh  from  a 
trial  in  which  life  has  been  loft,  fhould  remember 

*  See  2  Cor.  ch.  v.  14,  15. 

+  I  would  have  this  exprelfion  to  be  particularly  attended 
to — While  as  a  dying  man,  and  with  all  poffible  fincerity  of 
foul,  I  add,  that  it  I  could  with  to  declare  my  faith,  I  know 
not  of  any  words  in  which  I  could  do  it  fo  well,  and  fo  per- 
feblly  to  my  fatisfaction,  as  in  the  communion-tervice  of  our< 
church  ;  and  if  I  would  with  to  confirm  that  faith,  I  know 
not  of  any  appointed  method  fo  thoroughly  adapted  to  that 
end  of  participation  in  that  communion  itfelf. — See  parti* 
cularly  in  this  fervice,  the  Exhortation,  Confefiion,  prayer 
beginning  “  Wc  do  not  prefume,”  &c. — Confecration — and 
prayer  after  receiving,  O  Lord  and  heavenly  Father,  &c. — • 
Convi&s  fhould  diligently  and  repeatedly  read  over  the  fer- 
vice  before  they  communicate. 
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with  refentment  and  malignity  the  pro  fe  cut  or,  tht? 
witneffes,  or  the  judges.  It  is  indeed  fcarce  pof- 
nble,  that  with  all  the  prejudices  of  an  inlereft  la 
weighty  and  fo  affecting,  the  convict  fhould 
think  other  wife  than  that  he- has  been  treated, 
in  lome  part  of  the  procefs  with  unneceffary' 
feverity.  In  this  opinion  he  is  perhaps  lingular, 
and  therefore  probably  miftaken.  But  there  is 
no  time  for  difquilition :  we  mull  try  to  find  the' 
fhorteil  way  to  peace.  It  is  e after*  to  forgive* 
than  to  reafon  right.  He  that  has  been  injuri-- 
oufly  or  nnneceftarily  harrafted,’  has  one  oppor¬ 
tunity  more  of  proving  his  fincerity,  by  forgiv¬ 
ing  the  wrong,  and  praying  for  his  enemy. 

It  is  the  duty  of  a  penitent  to  repair,  fo  far  as 
he  has  the  power,  the  injury  which  he  has  done. 
What  we  can  do,  is  commonly  nothing  more -than 
to  leave  the  world  an  example  of  contrition.-.  On 
the  dreadful  dav,  when  the  fentence  of  the  law 
has  its  full  force,  fome  will  be  found  to  have  af¬ 
fected  a  fbamclefs  bravery,  or  negligent  intre¬ 
pidity.  Such  is  not  the  proper  behaviour  of  a 
convicted  criminal.  To  rejoice  in  tortures  is 
the  privilege  of  a  martyr; -to  me?t  death  with 
intrepidity  is  the  right  only  of  innocence,  if  in 
any  human  being  innocence  could  be  found.  Of 

him 
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Him  whofe  life  is  fhortencd  by  his  crimes,  the 
lkft  duties  are  humility  and  felf-abafement.  We 
owe  to  God  fin  cere  repentance we  owe  to  man 
the  appearance  of  repentance.* — We  ought  not 
to  propagate  an  opinion,  that  he  who  lived  in 
wickeclnefs  can  die  with  courage.  If  the  ferenity 
or  gaiety  with  which  fome  men  have  ended  a 
life  of  guilt,  were  unfeigned,  they  can  be  im¬ 
puted  only  to  ignorance  or  fiupidity,  or,  what  is 
more  horrid,  to  voluntary  Intoxication  : — if  they 
were  artificial  and  hypocritical,  they  are  a£ls  of 
deception,  the  ufelefs  and  unprofitable  crimes  of 
pride  unmortified,  and  obfiinacy  unfubdued. 

There  is  yet  another  crime  pofiible,  and,  as 
there  is  reafon  to  believe,  fometimes  committed 
in  the  lafl  moment,  on  the  margin  of  eternity. — 
Men  have  died  with  a  fledfafl  denial  of  crimes', 
of  which  it  is  very  difficult  to  fuppofe  them  in¬ 
nocent,  By  what  equivocation  or  referve  they 
may  have  reconciled  their  confidences  to  falfe- 
hood,  if  their  confidences  were  at  all  confulted, 
it  is  impofiible  to  know.  But  if  they  thought 
that,  when  they  were  to  die,  they  paid  their 
legal  forfeit,  and  that  the  world  had  no  farther 
demand  upon  them  ;  that  therefore  they  might, 
by  keeping  their  own  fecrets,  try  to  leave  behind 

them 
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them  a  difputable  reputation  ;  and  that  the  falfe* 
hood  was  harmlefs,  becaufe  none  were  injured., 
- — they  had  very  little  conhdered  the  nature  of 
fociety.  One  of  the  principal  parts  of  national 
felicity  arifes  from  a  wife  and  impartial  adminif- 
tration  of  jufiice.  Every  man  repofes  upon  the 
tribunals  of  his  country  the  liability  of  polfef- 
fion,  and  the  ferenity  of  life.  He  therefore  who 
unjuflly  expofes  the  courts  of  judicature  to  fuf- 
picion,  either  of  partiality  or  error,  not  only  does 
an  injury  to  thofe  who  difpenfe  the  laws,  but  di- 
minifhes  the  public  confidence  in  the  laws  them- 
felves,  and  lliakes  the  foundation  of  public  tran¬ 
quillity. 

For  my  own  part,  I  confefs,  with  deepeft  com- 
punflion,  the  crime  which  has  brought  me  to 
this  place;  and  admit  the  jufiice  of  my  fentence, 
while  I  am  linking  under  its  feverity.  And  I 
earnehly  exhort  you,  my  fellow-prifoners,  to 
acknowledge  the  offences  which  have  been  al- 
ready  proved  ;  and  to  bequeath  to  our  country 
that  confidence  in  public  jufiice,  without  which 
there  can  be  neither  peace  nor  fafety. 

As  few  men  fuffer  for  their  firft  offences,  and 

mod.  convicts  are  confcious  of  more  crimes  than 

have 
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have  been  brought  within  judicial  cognizance,  it 
is  neceffary  to  inquire  how  far  confeffion  ought 
to  be  extended.  Peace  of  mind,  or  defire  of  in- 
flruflion,  may  fometimes  demand,  that  to  the 
minifler,  whole  counfel  is  requeued,  a  long 
courfe  of  evil  life  fhould  be  difcovered  : — but  of 
this  every  man  mull  determine  for  himfelf.— 
To  the  public,  every  man,  before  he  departs 
from  life,  is  obliged  to  confels  thofe  a£ls  which 
have  brought,  or  may  bring,  unjuft  fufpicion 
upon  others;  and  to  convey  fuch  information  as 
may  enable  thofe  who  have  fuffered  Ioffes  to  ob¬ 
tain  reflitution* 

Whatever  good  remains  in  our  power  we  mufl 
diligently  perform.  We  mufl  prevent,  to  the 
utmofl  of  our  power,  all  the  evil  confequences  of 
our  crimes :  We  mufl  forgive  all  who  have  in¬ 
jured  us:  We  mufl,  by  fervency  Gf  prayer  and 
conflancy  in  meditation,  endeavour  to  reprefs  all 
worldly  paffions,  and  generate  in  our  minds  that 
love  of  goodnefs  and  hatred  of  fin,  which  may 
fit  us  for  the  fociety  of  heavenly  minds.  And, 
finally,  we  mufl  commend  and  entrufl  our  fouls 
to  Him  who  died  for  the  fins  of  men  ;  with  ear- 
nefl  wifhes  and  humble  hopes,  that  he  will  ad- 
•mit  us  with  the  labourers  who  entered  the  vine¬ 
yard 
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yard  at  the  laft  hour,  and  affociate  us  with  the 
thief  whom  ho  pardoned  on  the  crofs  ! 

To  this  great  end  you  will  not  refufe  to  unite 
with  me,  on  bended  knees,  and  vvith  humbled 
hearts,  in  fervent  prayer  to  the  throne  of  grace  ! 
May  the  Father  of  mercy  hear  our  fupplications, 
and  have  companion  upon  us  ! 

O  almighty  Lord  God,  -  the  righteous  Judge 
of  all  the  earth,  who  in  thy  providential  juftice 
doft  frequently  inffnft  fevere  vengeance  upon  fin- 
ners  in  this  life,  that  thou  maveft  by  their  fad 
examples  effectually  deter  others  from  commit¬ 
ting  the  like  heinous  offences.;  and  that  ..they 
themfelves,  truly  repenting  of  their  faults,  may 
efcape  the  condemnation  of  hell, — look  down  in 
mercy  upon  us,  thy  forrowful  fervants,  whom 
thou  haft  buffered  to  become  the  unhappy  objects 
of  offended  juftice  in  this  world  ! 

u  Give  us  a  thorough  fenfe  of  all  thofe  evil 
thoughts,  words,  and  works  which  have  fo  pro¬ 
voked  thy  patience,  that  thou  haft  been  pleated 
to  permit  this  public  and  fhameful  judgment  to 
fall  upon  us;  and  .grant  us  fuch  a  portion  of  grace 

and  godly  fincerity,  that  we  may  heartily  con¬ 
fers 
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vfefs  and  unfeignedly  repent  of  every  breach  of 
thofe  moft  holy  laws  and  ordinances,  which  if 
a  man  do,  he  fhall  even  live  in  them. 

u  Let  no  root  of  bitternefs  and  malice,  no  ha¬ 
bitual  and  deadly  fin,  either  of  omiffion  or  com- 
miffion,  remain  undifturbed  in  our  hearts  !  But 
enable  us  to  make  our  repentance  uni verfal,  with¬ 
out  the  leaft  flattering  or  deceitful  referve,  that 
fo  we  may, clear  our  confciences  before  we  clofe 
our  eyes. 

-  c<  And  now  that  thou  haft  brought  us  within 
the  view  of  our  long  home,  and  made  us  fenfi- 
ble,  that  the  time  of  our  diflolution  draweth 
near, — endue  us,  we  humbly  pray  thee,  O  gra¬ 
cious  Father,  with  fuch,Chriftian  fortitude,  that 
neither  the  terrors  of  thy  prefent  difpenfations, 
nor  the  remembrance  of  our  former  fins,  may 
have  power  to  fink  our  fpirits  into  a  defpondency 
.of  thy  everlafting  mercies  in  the  adorable  Son  of 
thy  love* 

c:  Wean  our  thoughts  and  affe&ions,  good 
Lord,  from  all  the  vain  and  delufive  enjoyments 
of  this  tranfitory  world,  that  we  may  not  only 
with  patient  refignation  fubmit  to  the  appointed 

ftrokc 
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ftroke  of  death,  but  that  our  faith  and  hope  may 
be  fo  elevated,  that  we  may  conceive  a  longing 
defire  to  be  diffolved  from  thefe  our  earthly 
tabernacles,  and  to  be  with  Chrid,  which  is  far 
better  than  all  the  happinefs  we  can  wifli  for  be- 
iicles ! 

i6  And  in  a  due  fenfe  of  our  own  extraordinary 
want  of  forgivenefs  at  thy  hands,  and  of  our  utter 
unworthinefs  of  the  very  lead  of  all  thy  favours 
. — of  the  meaneft  crumbs  which  fall  from  thy 
table — O  bleffed  Lord.Jefus,  make  us  fo  truly 
and  nniverfally  charitable,  that  in  an  undid 
fembled  compliance  with  thy  own  awful  com- 
mand  and  moil  endearing  example,  we  may  both 
freely  forgive  and  cordially  pray  for  our  mod 
inveterate  enemies,  perfecutors,  and  flanderers ! 
Forgive  them,  O  Lord,  we  befcech  thee— “tain 
their  hearts,  and  fill  them  with  thy  love  ! 

«  Thus,  may  we  humbly  trud,  our  forrowful 
prayers  and  tears  will  be  acceptable  in  thy  fight® 
Thus  {hall  we  be  qualified,  through  Chrid,  to 
exchange  this  diimal  bodily  confinement  [and 
thefe  uneafy  fetters]  for  the  glorious  liberty  of 
the  fons  of  God, — And  thus  {ball  our  legal  doom 

upon  earth  be  changed  into  a  comfortable  decla¬ 
ration 
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ration  of  mercv  in  the  hiphefl  heavens  : — and  all 

j  O 

through  thy  mo  ft  precious  anil  all-fufficient  me* 
Fits,  O  blefTed  Saviour  of  mankind  ! — who  with 
the  Father,  and  the  Holy  Ghoft,  livefl  and 
reigneft  ever.  One  God,  world  without  end. 
Amen  **. 

*  See  RoflfelPs  Priftmer’s  Director:— a  work  of  f:me 
merit — and  which  I  have  endeavoured,  in  my  melancholy 
hours  of  leifure,  to  revfe,  and  (I  humbly  hope)  improve; 
and  mean  to  leave  behind  rne,  in  the  hands  of  the  Ordinary, 
as  a  fmall  teftimonyof  my  fincerc,but  very  weak,  endeavours 
For  the  beft  welfare  of  unhappy  men  in  confinement;  to 
whom  I  have  written  a  general  Addr  fs,  to  be  prefixed  to  the 
new  edition  of  Rofilll.  ‘ 
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Dr.  Dodd’s  Laft  Prayer. 


Written  June  27,  in  the  Night  previous 

to  his  Suffering, 


RE  AT  and  glorious  Lord  God  !  Thou  Fa- 


ther  of  Mercies*  and  God  of  all  Comfort! 
a  poor  and  humble  publican  flatids  trembling  in 
thy  awful  prefence;  and*  under  the  deep  fenfe 
of  innumerable  tranfgreflions,  fcarce  dares  fo 
much  as  to  lift  up  his  eyes,  or  to  fay,  u  Lord,  be 
u  merciful  to  me,  a  tinner  i” 

For  I  have  tinned,  0I1  Lord  !  I  have  moft 
grievoufly  finned  againfl  Thee;  finned  againfl 
light,  againfl  conviffion;  and  by  a  thouland, 
thoufand  offences,  juflly  provoked  thy  wrath 
and  indignation  !  My  fins  are  peculiarly  aggra¬ 
vated,  and  their  burden  more  than  ordinarily  op- 
preffive  to  my  foul,  from  the  fight  and  fenfe  I 
have  had  of  thy  iove,  and  from  the  high  and 
folemn  obligations  of  my  facred  character! 


L  2 


But, 
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But,  oppreffecl  with  confcioufnefs,  and  broken 
in  heart  under  the  fenfe  of  guilt,  I  come,  oh 
Lord !  with  earned  prayer  and  tears,  duplicat¬ 
ing  Theey  of  thy  mercy,  to  look  upon  me  ;  and 
forgive  me  for  his  precious  merit’s  fake,  which 

are  infinitely  more  unbounded  than  even  all  the 

.  >  ' 

fins  of  a  whole  finful  world  1  By  his  crofs  and 
paftion,  I  implore,  to  fpare  and  to  deliver  me,  O 
Lord ! 

Bleffed  be  thy  unfpeakabie  goodnefs  for  that 
wonderful  difplay  of  divine  love,  on  which  alone 
is  my  hope  and  my  confidence  !  Thou  hail  in¬ 
vited,  oh  blefted  Redeemer,  the  burdened  and 
heavy-laden,  the  fick  in  foul,  and  wearied  with 
fm,  to  come  to  Thee,  and  receive  reft.  Lord, 
I  come !  Be  it  unto  me  according  to  thy  infal¬ 
lible  word  !  Grant  me  thy  precious,  thy  inefti- 
mable  reft ! 

Be  with  me,  thou  all-fufficient  God,  in  the 
dreadful  trial  through  which  1  am  to  pafs  !  and 
gracioufly  vouchfafe  to  fulfil  in  me  thole  precious 
promifes  which  d  hou,  in  fuch  fatherly  kind- 
nefs,  haft  delivered  to  thy  aifii&ed  children  ! 
Enable  me  to  fee  and  adore  thy  difpofing  hand 

in  this  awful,  but  mournful  event;  and  to  con¬ 
template 
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template  at  an  humble  diftance  thy  great  ex¬ 
ample  ;  who  did  go  forth,  bearing  thy  crofs, 
and  enduring  its  fliame,  under  the  confolatory 
a (Tu ranee  of  the  joy  fet  before  Thee  ! 

And  oh*  my  Triumphant  Lord  !  in  the  mo¬ 
ment  of  death,  and  in  the  laft  hour  of  conflict, 
ftrffer  me  not  to  doubt  or  defpond  1  But  fuftain 
me  in  thy  arms  of  love;  and  oh,  receive  and 
prefent  faultlefs  to  thy  Father,  in  the  robe  of 
thy  righteoufnefs,  my  poor  and  unworthy  foul* 
which  thou  haft  redeemed  with  thy  moft  precious 
blood  f 

Thus  commending  myfelf  and  my  eternal  con¬ 
cerns  into  thy  moft  faithful  hands,  in  firm  hope; 
of  a  happy  reception  into  thy  kingdom;  Oh, 
my  God,  hear  me,  while  1  humbly  extend  my 
fupplications  for  others ;  and  pray,  That  thou 
wouldeft  blefs  the  King  and  all  his  family ; 
that  thou  wouldeft  preferve  the  crown  in  his 
houfe  to  endlefs  generations,  and  make  him  the 
happy  minifter  of  truth,  of  peace,  and  of  pro- 
fperity  to  his  people  !  Blefs  that  people,  O 
Lord  !  and  fhine,  as  thou  haft  done,  with  the 
light  of  thy  favour,  on  this  little  portion  of  thy 
boundlefs  creation.  Diffufe  more  and  more  a 
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fpirit  of  Chriftian  piety  amongft  all  ranks  and' 
orders  of  men  ;  and  in  particular  fill  their  hearts 
with  universal  and  undifTembkd  love  :  — Love  to 
thee  and  love  to  each  other  l 

Amidfl  the  manifold  mercies  and  bleltrngs 
vouchfafed  through  thy  gracious  influence" 
thou  Sovereign  Ruler  of  all  hearts ! — to  fo  unr 


worthy  a  worm,  during  this  dark  day  of  my  for- 
enable  me  to  be  thankful;  and  in  the 
iincerity  of  heart- felt  gratitude  to  implore  thine 
efpecial  bluffing  on  all  my  beloved  fellow-crea¬ 
tures,  who  have  by  any  means  i n te r e fled  them- 
felves  in  my  prefervation !  May  the  prayers  they 
have  offered  for  me,  return  in  mercies  on  their 
own  heads !  May  the  fympathy  they  have 
lliewn,  refrefii  and  comfort  their  own  hearts.! 
And  mav  all  their  cpocl  endeavours  and  kind- 
neiibs  be  amply  repaid  by  a  full  fupply  of  thy 
grace,  and  abundant  afliflance  to  them  in  their 
day  of  dill  refs;-— in  their  moil  anxious  hours. of 
need  ! 

To  the  more  particular  and  immediate  inflru- 
ments  of  thy  providential  love  and  goodnels  to 
me,  O  vouchfafe  to  impart,  Author  of  all  good, 
—a  rich  fupply  of  thy  choiceft  comforts !  Fill 

their 


all.  Id- 
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their  hearts  with  thy  love',  and  their  lives  with 
thy  favour  !  Guard  them  in  every  danger  t 
foothe  them  in  every  l'orrow  :  blcls  them  in 
every  laudable  undertaking  t  reftore  an  hnndt  c\l- 
fold  all  their  temporal  fupplies  to  me  and  mine  : 
and,  after  a  courfe  of  extenlive  utility,  advance 
them,  through  the  merits  of  Jetus,  to  lives.ot 
eternal  bills. 

Ex  tend",  great  Father  of  the  world,  thy  more 
efpecial  care  and  kindnefs  to  my  nearer  and  mod; 
dear  connexions.  Blefs  with  thy  continual  pre¬ 
fence  and  proteXion  my  dear  brother  and  filler, 
and  all  their  children  and  friends  1  Hold  them  in 
thy  hand  of  tender  care  and  mercy  ;  and  give 
them  to  experience,  that  in  thee  there  is  infinite 
loving-kindnefs  and  truth! — Look  with  a  tender 
eye  on  all  their  temporal  concerns;  and,  after 
lives  of  faithfulnefs  and  truth,  oh  bear  them  to 
thy  bofom,  and  unite  us  together  in  thy  eternal 
love  ! 

But  oh,  my  adorable  Lord  and  hope,  fuffer 
me  in  a  more  particular  manner  to  offer  up  to 
thy  fovereign  and  gracious  care  my  long-tried 
and  molt  affeXionate  wife  1  Hufband  of  the  wi¬ 
dow,  be  thou  her  fupport !  fullain  and  confol.e 

L  4  hec 
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!ni  Chided  mind  !  enable  her  with  patient- Tub* 
mi  hi  on  to  receive  alt  thy  will  and  when,  in- 
thy  good  time,  thou  haft  perfe&ed  her  for  thy 
buftid  kingdom,  unite  again  our  happy  and 
immortal  ipirits  in  celeftial  love,  as  thou  haft 
been  pleated  to  unite  us  in  ilncere  earthly  afFeo 
tion  „  luOid  Jet  us,  vouchlafe  unto  her  thy  peciw 
iiar  grace  and  all-fufficient  confolation  ! 


It  I  have  any  enemies,  oh,  thou  who  diedft 
for  thy  enemies,  hear  my  prayers  for  them ! 
Forgive  them  all  their  ill-will  to  me,  and  fill  their 
heaits  with  thy  love  I  And,  oh,  vouchfafe  abun^ 
eta nt  1  y  to  blefs  and  lave  all  thofe  who  have  either 
wifhed  or  done  me  evil!  Forgive  me,  gracious 
God  !  trie  w  rong  or  injury  I  have  done  to  others; 
and  to  forgive  me  my  trefpailes.,  as  I  freely  and 
tally  forgive  all  thofe  who  have  in  any  degree 
tretpafted  againft  me.  I  deiire  thy  grace,  to  pu- 
ri*y  my  from  every  taint  of  malevolence^ 
and  to  fit  me,  by  perfed  love,  for  the  fociety  of 
Ipirits,  whofe  buhnets  and  happinefs  is  love! 

Glory  be  to  thee,  oh  God  !'  for  all  the  bleftino-S' 

O 

thou  haft  granted  me  from  the  day  of  my  creation, 
until  the  prefent  hour;  I  feel  and  adoie  thy  ex¬ 
ceeding  goodnefs  in  all  ;  and  in  this  laft  and 

doling- 
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doling  affliction  of  my  life,  1  acknowledge  mod 
humbly  the  judice  of  thy  fatherly  correction,  and 
hovv  my  head  with  thankfulnefs  for  thy  rod  !  Gi  eat 
and  good  in  all  !  I  adore  and  magnify  thy 
mercy  :  I  behold  in  all  thy  love  manifedly  dif- 
played  \  and  rejoice  that  I  am  at  once  thy  crea¬ 
ture  and  thy  redeemed  l 

4 

As  fuch,  oh  Lord,  my  Creator  and  Redeemer,, 
X  commit  my  loul  into  thy  faithful  hands !  W  aRt 
it  and  purify  it  in  the  blood  of  thy  Son  from 
every  defiling  ftain  :  perfect  wha-t  is  wanting  in 
it;  and  grant  me,  poor,  returning,  weeping, 
wretched  prodigal — grant  me  the  lowed  place  in 
thy  heavenly  houfe ;  in  and  for  his  foie  and  all- 
fufficient  merits — the  adorable  Jefus who, 
with  the  Father  and  the  Holy  Ghoff,  liveth  anti 
reigneth  ever,  one  God,  world  without  end  i 

Amen  and  Amen,  Lord  Jefus  !  j 
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A 

letter 

TO  THE 

REVEREND  DR,  DODD* 

Sent  to  him  during  his  Confinement  in  Nezvgats ~ 

Dear  Sir, 

IET  it  not  furprife  you  in  this  tremendous 
_ j  hour  to  be  accofted  by  an  old,  perhaps 
forgotten,,  but  ftill  fympathizing  Friend.  The 
world  fmiles  in  profperity;  the  Chriftian  loves 
in  adverfity  ;  and  the  hour  of  Nature’s  forrow  is 
the  important  period  for  luch  a.  fiiendihip* 

From  the  firft  moment  the  melancholy  news 
had  reached  my  ear,  how  truly  was  my  heart 
engaged  in  prayer  and  pity  !  I  anticipated  the 
dreadful  pangs  which  rend  your  foul ;  and  the 
awful  confideration,  that  thefe  things  were  but 
the  beginning  of  forrow,  was  ready  to  dra.v 
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blood  from  my  heart,  as  well  as  tears  from  my, 
cyes*  I  turned  to  Him,  from  whom  proceeds 
ail  that  is  truly  great  and  good,  and  was  encou® 
raged  to  intreat  the  merciful  Redeemer  to  look 
clown  with  tender  pity,  and  caufe  this  dark  night 
to  become  the  womb  ol  a  bright  mornings  yea , 
the  brighteft  your  eyes  have  ever  feen. 

Every  flroke  of  your  rod  deeply  affe&smey 
but,  above  all,  I  feel  for  your  precious,  your 
immortal  foul. 

Will  you  permit  me,  my  dear  Sir,  to  throw 
afide  all  referve,  while  treating  on  this  im¬ 
portant  lubjefl  ?  Shall  I  prevail  with  you  to  bear 
with  the  manner  for  the  fake  of  the  matter  • 

5  > 

and  defpife  not-  truth  though  ignorantly  ut- 
tered  ? 


I  fear  you  have  lived  a  long  time  in  that 
friend fh ip  with  the  world  which  the  Spirit  of 
God  declares  is  enmity  with  himfelf.  However 
excellent  fome  or  many  of  your  a&ions  may 
have  been,  you  have  refled  in  the  letter,  not  in 
the  fpirit  of  Chriftianity;  you  have  been  con¬ 
tented  without  the  experimental  knowledge  of 
thoie  words,  (c  He  that  is  in  Chrift  Jefus  is  a  new 


creature 
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«  creature.”  Your  will,  your  afFe&ions,  your  de~ 
fires  and  delights,  have  they  not  all  been  fixed 
on  earthly  obje&s?  Rejoicing  in  the  poffeffion 
or  mourning  the  difappointment,  your  daily 
delight  has  not  been  in  the  divine  communica¬ 
tions  of  the  Holy  Spirit;  fellowfhip  with  God- 
has  not  been  your  chiefeft  joy  ;  the  purfuit  of 
empty  fliadows  found  nearer  accefs  to  your  heart 
than  the  noble  choice  of  following  the  defpifed 
Nazarene.  Think  net,  dear  Sir,  I  draw  this 
judgment  from  the  late  unhappy  event.  O, 
no  ;  that  I  only  confider  as  the  natural  fruit  or 
the  unregenerate  heart.  The  point  I  aim  at  is* 
the  want  of  that  change,  that  death  unto  fiiv 
that  new  birth  unto  righteoufnefs,  whereby  the 
children  of  wrath  become  the  children  ot  grace*. 
St.  Paul  fays,  “  I  have  fought  the  good  fight,  I 
«  have  kept  the  faith:”  therefore  he  was  willing 
to  be  offered  up,  fince  nothing  but  a  crown  of 
righteoufnefs  prefented  itlelf  to  his  opening  prof— 
pe£h  He  had  kept  that  faith  which  purifieth 
the  heart,  overcometh  the  world,  and  quencheth 
all  the  fiery  darts  of  the  evil  one. 

I  remember,  when  I  was  about  fourteen,  the 
feafon  in  which  I  was  favoured  with  your  mofi: 
intimate  acquaintance,  you.  once  told  a  ftory 

which 
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which  I  fli all  never  forget,  concerning  one  of' 
the  Scotch  Divines,  who  faid  on  his  death-bed. 
If  every  Hope,  timber,  and  nail  in  this  houfe 
<c  could  ipeak,  they  would  bear  witnefs  to  the 
many  hours  cf  fweet  communion- my.  foul  hath 
ii  fpentc  with  God  therein, v>  O,  Sir,  can  the 
beams  of  your  houfe  bear  wicnefs  that  your  en¬ 
joyments  have  been  fuch  as  eternity  lhall  ripen  } 
And  this  heavenly  difpofition,  you  muff  be  fen- 
iible,  can  alone  fit  us  for.  the  enjoyment  of  the 
New  Jerufalem.  No  objeft  can  give  pleafure- 
unlefs  it  meets  with  a  fenfe  which  fuits  and  ap¬ 
prehends  it.  The  grain  of  corn  is  more,  wel¬ 
come  to  the  fowl  than  the  richefl  pearl.  So  to 
the  foul  whofe  treafure  is  yet  on  earth,  the, bean- 
ties  of  the  lovely  Jefus  fhine  in  vain*  But,  alas! 
who  can  break  this  adamantine  chain  !  Who  can 
unlock  the  heart  bound  down  with  twice  ten 
thoufand  ties,  and  bring  the  captive  foul  into 
the  glorious  liberty  of  the  fens  of  God?  Can 
difappointment,  can  reproach,  difhonour,  lofs,  or 
even  death  itfelf?  Alas!  thefe  may  torment,  but 
never  change  the  heart:  it  is  a  fight  of  the 
crucified  jefus  alone  which  breaks  your  heart  in* 
pieces..  This- Jefus  waits  to  do  you  good,  hear 
him  faying,  Thou  haft  deftroyed  thy fe If,,  but  in 
me  is  thy  help.  O  that  you  would  cry ;  his  ear 
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attends  the  fofteft  prayer.  This  is  my  fear,  left 
you  fhould  forget  there  is  no  way  into  the  fheep- 
fold  but  through  the  door,  and  no  way  of  enter¬ 
ing  that  door  but  knowing  ourfelves  to  be  loft 
and  undone  creatures,  whofe  ways  have  been  al¬ 
together  perverfe  before  him,  and  then  to  be 
faved  by  faith  in  Chrift  alone* 

How  often  has  Chrift  appeared  delightful  even 
in  a  prifon!  Several  have  praifed  God  for  bring¬ 
ing  them  there,  and  by  that,  means  awakening 
them  to  a  knowledge  of  their  loft  eftate,  that 
they  might  be  made  acquainted  with  a  happinefs 
till  then  unknown.  Adorable  Jefusl  fo  work 
on  the  foul  of  this  my  unhappy  friend,  difplay 
thy  pardoning  love,  and  write  it  on  his  aching 
heart : 

iC  No;  mybeft  aftions  cannot  fave^ 

“  But  thou  muft  cleanfe  e’en  them;  . 

u  Yet  when  on  thee  I  do  believe, 

“  My  worft  fhall  not  condemn.’9 

I  know  not  how  to  break  off.  My  fpirit  deeply 
mourns  both  for  your  prefent  and  approaching 
fufferings,  and  equally  for  her  who  fo  fadly 
lhares  your  every  woe*  Had  you  remained  in 

profpe- 
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profperity,  nothing  would  have  been  farther 
from  my  thoughts  than  a  renewal  of  acquaint¬ 
ance  ;  for  I  have  found,  in  being  defpifed  and- 
trampled  under  foot  of  the  great  ones  of  the 
earth,  more  folid  peace,  more  lafting  joy,  than 
my  warmeft  wifhes  could  ever  have  expe£ted  t 
but  now  I  cannot  forget  you  if  I  would,  I  long 
for  your  falvation  ;  will  you  acknowledge  all  the 
wildom  of  the  world  can  never  fave  you?  Will 
you  look  for  falvation  from  the  mere  mercy  of 
God  ?  How  many  have  gone  triumphantly  to 
glory,  even  from  under  the  hand  of  an  executioner  ! 
My  dear  Sir,  that  triumph  may  be  yours;  and 
if  you  do  not  reject  it,  it  furely  fhall.  The 
king  of  terrors  fhall  appear  no  longer  terrible;, 
and  your  happy  fpirit,  loofed  from  every  earthly 
tie,  and  delighted  with  the  freedom  of  the  living 
water,  fhall  fpring  into  eternity  with  fo  feeling 
a  joy  as  you  have  newer  known  in  all  your  life.. 
It  ou  have  tried  the  world,  and  found  it  empty. 
Never  did  man  flrive  more  for  the  honours  of  it 
than  you  have  done;  for  that,  you  turned  your 
back  on  the  clofefl  followers  of  the  Lamb,  the 
little  few  defpifed  indeed  of  man,  but  whofe  lives 
were  hid  with  Chrift  in  God;  for  what  you  have 
been  conformed  in  all  your  life  and  conven¬ 
tion  to  the  cuftoms,  falhions*  and  maxims  of  it: 

but 
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but  while  you  were  a  Have  to  man,  ungrateful 
man!  who  neither  thanked  nor  paid  you,  you 
flighted  Him  who  is  able  to  call  both  body  and 
foul  into  hell.  But,  O  the  unbounded  love  of 
Jefus!  He  blafled  all  your  hopes ;  lie  chaftened 
and  corrected.  For  what  end?  Only  to  convince 
you  how  ready  he  is  to  receive  and  make  you  a 
beloved  fon.  The  wicked  have  no  bands  in  their 
death,  they  will  not  liflen  to  awakening  fears  ^ 
but  whom  the  Lord  loveth  he  chafteneth:  yea* 
the  body  may  be  given  up  to  fufFer,  that  the  fpi*» 
tit  may  be  faved  in  the  day  of  the  Lord* 

4 

I  am  not  yet  without  hope,  even  for  your  life* 
It  is  founded  on  this :  I  know  the  hearts  of  all  are 
in  the  hand  of  my  God,  from  the  king  on  the 
throne  to  the  beggar  on  the  dunghill ;  and  he 
turneth  them  what  way  foever  he  will.  I  know* 
if  you  feek  but  Daniel’s  faith,  Daniel’s  God  can 
fhut  the  lion’s  mouth.  If,  with  Nebuchadnez¬ 
zar,  you  have  learned  to  acknowledge  the  Moft 
High  ruler  over  all,  he  can  reltore  you  again  to 
your  former  eftate,  or  elfe  take  you  to  behold  his 
glory.  When  I  confider  your  great  talents,  and 
how  much  you  might  have  done  lor  God,  I  can¬ 
not  help  crying  to  the  Lord  once  more  to  fend 
you  into  his  vineyard  with  a  changed  heart  full 

q£ 
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the  Holy  Gliofl  and  power.  And  now,  my 
clear  Sir,  what  fhall  I  fay?-  My  heart  is  full:  I 
know  not  how  to  leave  off:  It  is  as  though  my 
pen  could  not  part  from  the  paper.  Nature 
ih rinks  from  that  pang  which  is  ufually  the  fad 
attendant  of  a  laft  farewell:  but  Grace  cries  out, 
Yet  there  is  hope.  An  eternity  of  joy  prefents 
a  kingdom  where  no  horrid  alarm  of  war  fhall 
break  our  eternal  repofe;  where  for  row,  death, 
and  parting  fhall  be  no  more;  and  the  Royal 
Army  of  Crofs-bearers,  who  have  wafhed  their 
robes  and  made  them  white  in  the  blood  of  the 

i  *  >  * 

Lamb,  are  ready  to  embrace  and  welcome  yon 
among  them. 

To  that  efficacious  blood,  with  tears  of  low 
and  forrow,  I  commit  you;  and,  though  with 
reluctance,  I  muft  now  conclude, 

Your  fincerely  affectionate 
and  fympathizing  friend;,, 
Fcht  1777.  Mary  Bqsanq^e’x?* 


By  a  feries  of  correfpondence ,  almoft  weekly ,  from .  the 
above  date,  till  within  three  days  oj  his  execution^ 
Mif  Bofanquet  fays  Jhe  had  reafon  to  believe,  he 
felt  a  contrite  heart ,  and  found  the  finnn  s  hr  tend 
to  be  his . — June  2$th,  he  wrote  her  his  laji  fare - 

well}  as  follows : 


My  dear  Friend,  June  25,  1 7 7 7- 

kN  Friday  morning  I  am  to  be  made  im¬ 
mortal.!  I  die  with,  a  heart  truly  contrite, 
and  broken  under  a  fenfe  of  its  great  and  mani¬ 
fold  offences,  but  comforted  and  fuftained  by  a 
firm  faith  in  the  pardoning  love  of  Jefus  Chrift. 
My  earneft  prayers  to  God  are*  that  we  may 
meet  and  know  each  other  in  that  kingdom,  to¬ 
wards  which  you  have  been  fo  long  and  fo  hap¬ 
pily  travelling.  I  return  you  my  moft  affect 
tionate  thanks  for  all  your  friendly  attention  to 
me;  and  have  no  doubt,  fhould  any  opportunity 
offer,  you  will  remember  my  excellent,  but  moll 
afflicted  partner  in  diflrefs.  I  do  not  know 
where  to  direct  to  worthy  Mr.  Parker,  but  beg 
to  trouble  you  with  my  dying  love  and  kind  re¬ 
membrance  to  him.  The  Lord  Jefus  Chrift  be 
with  our  fpirits.  Amen. 

W.  DODD. 


Soon 


■  - 

* 
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Soon  after  the  Doftor’s  death,  the  lady  re- 
ceived  from  a  faithful  minifter  of  Jefus  Chiift, 
who  conflantly  attended  him,,  a  very  encouraging 
account,  in  which  he  declares  he  believes  him  to.- 
be  hnging  the  long  of  the  redeemed;  and  con¬ 
cludes  his  letter  with  the  following;  words  : 

Thus  ended  the  mortal,  and  began  the  ne~ 
ver-cealing  life  of  your  old  and  my  new  friend; 
“  and  I  blefs  God  our  Saviour  for  this  new 
cc  proof  of  his  faving  grace.,  and  the  power  of  hi$ 
precious  blood. 

^  *  *  **  *  V  »  .  y  .  . 

Ci  The  time  is  elapfed  ;  I  have  written  more 
than  I  intended  ;  and  yet  not  a  tenth  part  of 
“  what  I  could.  You  may  be  comforted,  as  I 
have  been  richly.  YTur  and  my  fears  are  ak 
u  an  end, 

<c  May  the  God  of  all  grace  keep  your  and  my 
a  heart  in  the  knowledge  of  himj  yea,  caufe  us  to 
u  grow  in  grace  and  love  1  This  is  the  earneft 
u  prayer  of 

Ci  Your  affectionate  friend, 
u  and  willing  fervant  in  ChriftJ* 


■ 
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r'B  ^HE  great  eft  affliction  and  oppreffion  to  my 
A  mind  at  prefent  is,  the  piercing  reflection 
that  I,  who  have  lived  ail  mv  life  in  an  endea- 
vour  to  promote  the  truth  of  Chriftianity,  fliould 
•now  become  an  obftacle  to  that  truth,  and  a 
fcandal  to  that  profeffion  that  I,  who  have 
with  all  my  power,  and  with  all  iincerity,  la¬ 
boured  to  do  good,  and  be  a  bleffing  to  my 
fellow-creatures,  fliould  now  become  an  evil  and 
;a  curie.  What  fliall  I,  can  ±,  ought  1  to  do,  to 
^prevent,  as  much  as  in  me  lies,  any  fuch  dread¬ 
ful  conlequences  of  my  fliaine  and  my  crime  ? 
Will  a  public  attcflation  of  my  flncere  belief 
of  Chriftianity,  and  an  ingenuous  detail  and 
confeflion  of  my  offences,  be  of  any  avail  ? — 
In  order  to  do  this,  and  to  acquaint  you  in 
few  words  with  a  perfeCl  knowledge  of  myfelf 
(though  I  fliould  wifli  to  do  it  more  fully)  be 
fo  good  as  to  conflder  the  few  following  par¬ 
ticulars  : 

*  Of  this  account  Dr.  Dodd  may  be  fail  to  have  only 
drawn  the  outlines ;  the  pi&ure,  as  it  appears,  was  finifhed 
by  Dr.  Johnfon. 


I  entered 
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I  entered  very  young  on  public  life,  very  in¬ 
nocent — very  ignorant— ■  and  very  ingenuous.  I 
lived  many  happy  years  at  Weft  Ham,  in  an  un¬ 
interrupted  and  fuccefsful  diicharge  o t  my  duty. 
A  difappointment  in  the  living  o^  that  parifh 
obliged  me  to  exert  myfeif  ;  and  1  engaged  for  a 
chapel  near  Buckingham  Gate.  Great  fuccefs 
attended  the  undertaking’:  it  pleafed  and  elated 
me.  At  the  fame  time  Lord  Chefterfield,  to 
whom  I  was  perfonally  unknown,  offered  me  the 
care  of  his  heir,  Mr.  Stanhope*.  By  the  advice 
of  my  dear  friend,  now  in  heaven,  Dr.  Squire,  I 
engaged  under  promifes  which  were  not  perform¬ 
ed.  Such  a  diftinXion  too,  you  muft  know, 
ferved  to  increafe  a  young  roan’s  vanity.  I  was 
naturally  led  into  more  extenfive  and  important 
connexions,  and,  of  courie,  into  greatei  ex- 
pences  and  more  diftipations,  Incieed,  before,  I 
never  di'ffipated  at  all— for  many,  many  years, 
never  feeing  a  play-houfe,  or  any  public  place, 
but  living  entirely  in  Chriftian  duties.  Thus 
brought  to  town,  and  introduced  to  gay  life,  I 
fell  into  its  fnares.  Ambition  and  vanity  led 
me  on.  My  temper,  naturally  cheerful,  was 
pleafed  with  company  ;  naturally  generous,  U 

*  The  prefent  Lord  Chefterfield. 
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Toiew  not  the  ufe  of  money;  it  was  a  fl: range t 
to  the  ufeful  fcience  of  occonomy  and  frugality  ; 
nor  could  it  withhold  from  diftreis,  what  it  too 
much  (often)  wanted  itfelf. 

Eefides  this,  the  habit  of  uniform,  regular, 
fober  piety,  and  of  watchfulnefs  and  devotion, 
wearing  oft,  amidft  this  unavoidable  fcenc  of  dif- 
fipation,  I  was  not,  as  at  Weft  Ham,  the  inno¬ 
cent  man  that  I  lived  there.  I  committed  of¬ 
fences  againft  my  God  !  which  yet,  I  blefs  him, 
were  always,  in  refleftiof^deteftable  lo  me. 

But  my  greateft  evil  was  expence.  To  fupply 
k,  1  fell  into  the  dreadful  and  ruinous  mode  of 
railing  money  by  annuities.  The  annuities  de¬ 
voured  me.  Still  3  exerted  myfelf  by  every 
means  to  do  what  I  thought  right,  and  built  my 
hopes  of  perfect  extrication  from  all  my  diffi¬ 
culties  when  my  young  and  beloved  pupil  fhould 
come  ot  age.  But,  alas  !  during  this  interval, 
which  was  not  very  long,  I  declare  with  folemn 
truth,  that  I  never  varied  from  the  fteady  belief 
of  the  Chriftian  doftrines  !  I  preached  them  with 
all  my  power,  and  kept  back  nothing  from  my 
congregations  which  1  thought  might  tend  to 
their  bell  welfare;  and  I  was  very  fuccefsful  in 

this 
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:this  way  during  the  time.  Nor,  though  I  fpent 
in  diffipation  many  hours  which  I  ought  not,  but 
to  which  my  connexions  inevitably  led,  was  I 
idle  during  this  period  ;  as  my  Commentary  on 
the  Bible,  my  Sermons  to  Young  Men,  and 
feveral  other  publications  prove,  i  can  fay  too* 
with  pleafure,  that  I  ftudioufly  employed  my 
interefl,  through  the  connexions  I  had,  for  the 
good  of  others.  1  never  forgot  or  negleXed  the 
caufe  of  the  diftreffed ;  many,  if  need  were, 
could  bear  me  witneis.  Let  it  fuffice  to  lay,  that 
during  this  period  I  inftituted  the  charity  for  the 
Dilcharge  of  Debtors. 


Such  is  the  plain  and  ingenuous  detail  of  my- 
felf.  I  iincerely  lament  all  I  have  done  wrong* 
I  love,  and  ever  did,  religion  and  goodnefs.  I 
hate  and  abhor  vice,  and  myfelf  for  ever  having 
committed  any.  I  look  with  peculiai  deteflation 
on  the  crime  to  which  I  am  at  prefent  obnoxious; 
and  I  wifli  before  I  die,  of  all  things,  if  poflible* 
to  make  amends— by  the  moil  fincere  and  full 
confeffion  and  humiliation  of  mylelf. 


May  21,  1777 


w.  DODD, 


The 
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The  following  Declaration  Dr.  Dodd  inclofed 
in  a  Letter  to  a  triend  Jome  time  before  he  Juf - 
feted. 

THOUGH  I  acknowledge  in  all  its  atrocity, 
and  more  efpecially  with  a  view  to  my  peculiar 
circumftances  and  character,  the  offence  for 
which  I  fuffer, — yet,  confidering  that  it  is  pu- 
pfifhed  witli  fuch  fanguinary  feverity  in  no  com¬ 
mercial  ftate  under  heaven;  and  that  in  my  cafe 
it  has  been  fully  atoned  for,  fo  far  as  human  crea- 

jflHt 

tures  can  atone  to  each  other,  I  cannot  but  judge 
my  punifhment  rather  hard  : — and  ftill  more  fo, 
as  that  public  (for  whofe  benefit  and  example 
fuch  ignominious  death  and  punifhment  can  alon 
be  intended)  has  with  a  pleading  (and  alrnofl 
unanimous)  voice  fupplicated  the  throne,  in  the 
moil  humble  manner,  to  (hew  mercy  and  avert 
the  abhorred  ftroke,  by  affigning  another,  though 
perhaps  not  lefs  affii&ive  punifhment. 

In  this  difpenfation,  however,  I  look  far  be¬ 
yond  the  hand  of  poor  human  vengeance,  and 
adore  the  juftice  and  goodnefs  of  God,  who  cor- 
iedling  me  in  judgment  for  deviations  from  the 
puiity  of  his  Golpel,  as  a  diftinguifhed  mini  ft  er 
of  it,  has  hv*cn  picu^ed  to  call  me  thus  by  death 

M  t0 
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to  proclaim  my  repentance,  and  to  attefl  my  faith 
in  Him;  and  to  declare  to  all  my  fellow- crea¬ 
tures,  and  to  my  beloved  countrymen  in  parti¬ 
cular,  for  whole  love  to  me  I  am  under  the 
higheft  obligations,  my  firm  belief  of  the  prin¬ 
ciples  which  I  have  long  preached,  and  in  my 
writings  delivered  with  the  utmofl  truth  and 
Sincerity ;  and  which  I  thus  feal  with  my  blood, 
in  perfeft  refignation  to  the  will  of  my  adorable 
Maher,  and  in  a  firm  dependence  on  thofe  prin¬ 
ciples  for  the  falvation  of  my  own  foul. 

*  W.  DODD. 

Letters  to  Two  Noble  Lords  of  His  Majefty’s 
Mojl  Honourable  Privy  Council . 

LETTER  I. 

My  Lord  *, 

I  HAVE  committed  a  capital  crime,  for  which 
the  fentence  of  the  law  has  paffed  upon  me ;  and 
whether  that  fentence  fhall  be  executed  in  its 
full  rigour,  may,  perhaps,  depend  upon  the  fuf- 
frage  of  your  Lordfhip. 

The  fhame  and  felf-reproach  with  which  I  now 
folicit  your  commiferation,  I  hope  no  man  will 

*  Lord  North,  then  Prime  Minifler. 

ever 
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ever  feel,  who  has  not  deferred  to  feel  them  like 
myfelf.  But  1  will  not  delpair  of  being  heard 
with  pity,  when,  under  the  terrors  of  a  fpeedy 
and  difgraceful  death,  I  moll  humbly  implore 
your  Lordfhip’s  interceffion. 

My  life  has  not  been  wholly  ufelefs ;  I  have  la¬ 
boured  in  my  calling  diligently  and  luccefsfully ; 
but  fucceis  inflamed  my  vanity,  and  my  heart 
betrayed  me.  Violent  paflions  have  expofed  me 
to  violent  temptations;  but  I  am  not  the  firlt 
whom  temptation  has  overthrown.  I  have,  in 
all  my  deviations,  kept  Right  always  in  view, 
and  have  invariably  refolved  to  return  to  it. 
Whether,  in  a  profperous  ftate,  I  fhould  have 
kept  my  refclution,  public  juftice  has  not  buffered 
me  to  know. 

My  crime  has  been  indeed  atrocious,  but  my 
punifh merit  has  not  been  light.  From  a  height 
of  reputation,  which  perhaps  raifed  envy  in 
others,  and  certainly  produced  pi ide  in  myfelf 
I  have  fallen  to  the  lowell  and  groffeft  infamy  ; 
from  an  income  which  prudence  might  have 
made  plentiful,  I  am  reduced  to  live  on  thofe 
remains  of  charity  which  infamy  has  left  me. 

M  a 
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AVhen  fo  much  has  been  given  to  juftice,  I 
humbly  intreat  that  life,  luch  as  it  muft  now  be, 
may  be  given  to  mercy  ;  and  that  your  Lordlhip’s 
influence  may  be  employed  indiipoling  our  Sove¬ 
reign  to  look  with  compaffion  on. 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lord  (hip's  mod  humble  Supplicant, 


junc  xi,  1777* 


WILLIAM  DODD. 


LETTER  II. 

My  Lord,  * 

NOT  many  days  are  now  to  pafs  before  the 
fate  of  one  of  the  mod  miferable  of  human  beings 
will  be  finally  determined.  The  efficacy  of  your 
Lordlhip’s  voice  is  well  known ;  and  whether  I 
(hall  immediately  fuffer  an  ignominious  death, 
or  wander  the  reft  of  my  days  in  ignominious 
exile,  your  opinion  will  probably  determine.  Do 
not  refute,  my  Lord,  to  hear  the  plea,  whatever 
it  may  be,  which  I  humbly  oppote  to  the  extie- 
mity  of  juftice. 

I  acknowledge,  my  Lord,  the  atrocioufnefs  of 
my  crime  ;  I  admit  the  truth  of  the  verdift  that 


*  Earl  Mansfield, 
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condemned  me ;  yet  I  hope,  that  when  my  evil 
is  ccnfured,  my  good  may  likewise  he  remem¬ 
bered  ;  and  that  it  may  be  confidered  how  much 
that  lociety  which  is  injured  by  my  fraud,  has 
been  benefited  by  my  charitable  labours.— I  have 
offended;  I  am  penitent;  I  entreat  but  for  life, 
for  a  life  which  muff  pafs  certainly  in  difhonour, 
and  probably  in  want.  Do  not  refufe,  my  Lord, 
to  compnffionate  a  man  who,  blafted  in  fame  and 
ruined  in  fortune,  yet  (brinks  with  terror  from 
the  precipice  of  eternity.  Let  me  live,  however 
miferable;  and  let  my  naileries  warn  all  thole  to 
whom  they  (hall  be  known,  againft  felt-indul¬ 
gence,  vanity,  and  protuGon. 

Once  more,  my  Lord,  let  me  beg  for  life  ;  and 
when  you  fee  me  going  from  the  gloom  of  a  pri- 
fon  to  the  penury  of  bamfhment,  do  not  con- 
fider  public  juftice  as  wholly  unfatisfied  by  the 
bufferings  of, 

My  Lord, 

Your  Lordfhip’s  mod  humble  Supplicant, 
Tune  it.  1777.  WILLIAM  DODD. 


M  3  Dr. 
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Dr.  DODD’s  PETITION 

(prefer  ted  by  his  Brother) 

To  the  KING’S  Moll  Excellent  Majefty. 

Sire, 

x  i  is  mofi  humbly  prefented  to  Your  Ma- 
jeuy  by  William  Dodd,  the  unhappy  convift  now 
under  fentence  of  death, 

That  William  Dodd,  acknowledging  the  juftice 
of  the  fentence  denounced  againft  him,  has  no 
hope  or  refuge  but  in  Your  Majefty  >s  clemency : 

That  though  to  recelleft  or  mention  the  ufe- 
fulnefs  of  his  life,  or  the  efficacy  of  his  miniftry, 
muft  overwhelm  him,  in  his  prefent  condition, 
with  fhame  and  forrow,  he  yet  humbly  hopes 
that  his  part  labours  will  not  wholly  be  forgotten  £ 
and  that  the  zeal,  with  which  he  has  exhorted 
others  to  a  good  life,  though  it  does  not  extenuate 
his  crime,  may  mitigate  his  punifhment : 

That  debafed  as  he  is  by  ignominy,  and  diA 
trefled  as  he  is  by  poverty,  lcorned  by  the  world, 
and  detefted  by  himfeif,  deprived  of  all  external 
comforts,  and  afflicted  by  confcioufnefs  of  guilt, 
he  can  derive  no  hopes  of  longer  life,  but  that  of 

repairing 


Dr.  Dodd's  Account  of  himfelf.  247 

repairing  the  injury  he  has  clone  to  mankind,  by 
exhibiting  an  example  of  fhame  and  fubmiffion, 
and  of  expiating  his  fins  by  prayer  and  pern- 

tence : 

That  for  this  end  he  humbly  implores  from  the 
clemency  of  Your  Majefty,  the  continuance  of  a 
life  legally  forfeited  ;  and  of  the  days  which  by 
your  gracious  compaffion  he  may  yet  live,  no  one 
fhall  pafs  without  a  prayer,  that  Your  Majefty, 
after  a  long  life  of  happinels  and  honour,  may 
ftand,  at  the  day  of  final  judgment,  among  the 
merciful  that  obtain  mercy. 

So  fervently  prays  the  mod  d  iff  relied  and 
wretched  of  your  Majefly’s  fubjedts, 

WILLIAM  DODD.  , 


M  4 


Mrs 


2 4*  Mrs.  Dodd’s  Peition . 

Mrs.  DODD’s  PETITION 

(p  re  Tented  by  Herself) 

To  the  QUEEN’s  Moll  Excellent  Majefty., 
Madam, 

1 1  IS  mo  ft  humbly  reprefented  by  Mary  Dodd, 
(he  wjte  ot  Dr.  William  Dodd,  now  lying  in 
pri'on  under  fentence  of  death,  ° 

That  Ihe  has  been  the  wife  of  this  unhappy 
man  more  than  twenty-feven  years,  and  has  lived 
with  him  in  the  greateft  happinefs  of  conjugal 

union,  and  the  higheft  Hate  of  conjugal  confi- 
dence : 

That  [lie  has  been  a  conftant  witnefs  of  his 
unwearied -endeavours  for  public  good,  and  his 
laborious  attendance  on  charitable  inftitutions* 
Many  are  the  families  whom  his  care  has  deli-* 
vered  from  want;  many  are  the  hearts  which  he 
lias  freed  from  pain,  and  the  faces  which  be  has 
cleared  from  forrow  : 

Tdiat  therefore  fhe  moil  humbly  throws  her- 
fell  at  the  feet  of  the  Queen,  earneftly  intreating 
tliat  the  petition  of  a  (.lift refled  wife  alking  mercy 
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for  a  hufband,  may  be  confidered  as  naturally 
foliciting  the  companion  of  Her  Majefty  ;  and 
that  when  her  wifdom  has  compared  the  of¬ 
fender’s  good  a&ions  with  his  crime,  fhe  wiil  be 
pleated  to  repreient  his  cal e  to  oui  Moft  Cji  acious 
Sovereign  in  Inch  terms  as  may  diipole  him  to 
mitigate  the  rigour  of  the  law* 

So  prays  your  Majefly’s  moil  dutiful  fubjedt 


and  fupplicant, 


MARY  DODD, 


SUCH  were  the  laft  thoughts  of  a  man  whom 
we  have  feen  exulting  in  popularity,  and  funk  in 
fhame.  For  h  is  reputation,  which  no  man  can 
trive  to  himfelf,  thofe  who  conferred  it  are  to 
anfwer.  Of  his  public  minifcry,  the  means  of 
ludo-ins:  were  fufficiently  attainable.  He  mult 
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be  allowed  to  preach  well,  whofe  fermons  'fir ike 
the  audience  with  forcible  convidlion.  Of  his 
life,  thofe  who  thought  it  confifient  with  his 
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doftrine,  did  not  originally  form  falle  notions. 
He  was  at  firft  what  he  endeavoured  ?to  make, 
others;  but  the  world  broke  down  his  refolution, 
and  he  in  time  ceafed  to  exemplify  his  own  in- 
flrudtions, 
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Let  thofe  who  are  tempted  to  his  faults,  trem¬ 
ble  at  his  punifhment;  and  thofe  whom  he  im- 
preffed  from  the  pulpit  with  religious  fentiments, 
endeavour  to  confirm  them,  by  confidering  the 
regret  and  felf-abhorrence  with  which  he  review¬ 
ed  in  prilon  his  deviations  from  rectitude. 

M  natever  afliftance  his  anxiety  might  prompt 
him  to  folicit  in  forming  the  petitions  (which, 
however,  he  muft  be  confidered  as  confirming  by 
his  name)  the  account  of  his  paft  life,  and  of  his 
dying  fentiments,  are  the  effufions  of  his  own 
mind.  L  hole  who  read  them  with  the  proper 
difpolition,  will  not  read  in  vain. 


A  fevy  Days  before  Dr.  Dodd  fuffered  Death,  the 
following  Obfervations  on  the  Propriety  of 
Pardoning  him,  were  written  and  fent  to  the 
Public  Papers  by  Dr.  Johnfon. 

YESTERDAY  was  prefented  to  the  Secretary 
of  State,  by  the  Earl  Percy,  a  Petition  in  favour 
of  Dr.  Dodd,  figned  by  twenty-three  thoufand 
hands.  On  this  occaiion  it  is  natural  to  con- 
fid  er. 


That 
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That  in  all  countries  penal  laws  have  been  re¬ 
laxed  as  particular  reaions  have  emerged  : 

That  a  life  eminently  beneficent,  a  fingle  a&ion 
eminently  good,  or  even  the  power  of  being  ufe- 
fui  to  the  public,  have  been  fufiicient  to  protcft 
the  life  of  a  delinquent : 

That  no  arbiter  of  life  and  death  has  ever  been 
cenfured  for  granting  the  life  of  a  criminal 
to  honeit  and  powerful  lolicitation  : 

That  the  man  for  whom  a  nation  petitions, 
muft  be  prefumed  to  have  merit  uncommon  in 
kind  or  in  degree;  for  however  the  mode  of  col¬ 
lecting  fubfcriptions,  or  the  right  of  judgment 
exerciled  by  the  fubfcribers,  may  be  open  to  dif- 
pute,  it  is  at  leaft  plain  that  fomething  is  done 
for  this  man,  that  was  never  done  for  any  other; 
and  Government,  which  rauft  proceed  upon 
general  views,  may  rationally  conclude  that  this 
man  is  fomething  better  than  other  offenders 
have  been,  or  has  done  fomething  more  than 
others  have  done. 

That  though  the  people  cannot  judge  of  the 
adminifiration- of  iuftice  fo  well  as  their  go- 
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vernors,  yet  their  voice  has  always  been  re¬ 
garded  : 

That  this  is  a  cafe  in  which  the  petitioners  de¬ 
termine  againfl  their  own  intereft ;  thole  for 
whofe  protection  the  law  was  made,  intreat  its 
relaxation:  and  our  Governors  cannot  be  charged 
with  the  confequences  which  the  people  bring 
upon  themfelves  : 

That  as  this  is  a  cafe  without  example,  it  will 
probably  be  without  confequences,  and  many 
ages  will  elapfe  before  fuch  a  crime  is  again 
committed  by  fuch  a  man  : 

That  though  life  be  fpared,  juftice  may  be  fa- 
tished  with  ruin,  imprifonment,  exile,  infamy, 
and  penury. 


THE  END. 
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A  Lift  of  the  Writings  of  Dr.  Dodd. 


1.  1PVTGGON  Davy’s  Refolution  on  the 
|  Jp  Death  of  his  lait  Cow.  4to.  1 7 47 • 

2.  The  African  Prince  in  England  to  Zara,  at 
his  Father’s  Court;  and  Zara’s  Aniwer.  4to. 

1 749* 

3.  A  Day  of  Vacation  in  College.  A  Mock 

Heroic  Poem.  4to.  1750. 

4.  Synopfts  Compendiaria,  H.  Grotii  de  Jure 
Belli  6c  Pacis,  S.  Ciarkii  de  Dei  Lxiftentia  6c 
Attributis,  6c  J.  Lockii  de  Intelledlu  Humano. 

8  VO.  I75O.  0;  I 

c,  A  new  Book  of  tf&e  Dunciad.  4to*  I75°* 

J  <  1  *  * 

6.  An  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales.  4to.  1751. 

„  7,  The  Beauties  of  Shakefpeare  regularly  fe- 

Iedled  from  each  Play,  2  vols.  121110.  17 52* 

8.  An  Epiftle  to  a  Lady  concerning  lome  im¬ 
portant  and  neceffary  Truths  in  Religion.  4to. 

1 753*  A  1  •  ' 

9.  The  Sifters,  a  Novel,  2  vols.  i2mo.  1754* 

10.  The  Hymns  of  Callimachus,  translated 
from  the  Greek  into  Englifh  Verle,  with  Ex- 
planatory  Notes :  to  which  are  added,  SeleT 
Epigrams,  and  the  Coma  Berenices  of  the  fame 

Author : 
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Author;  Six  Hymns  of  Orpheus,  and  the  En¬ 
comium  of  Ptolemy,  by  Theocritus.  4to.  1754. 

11.  Sermons  on  the  Miracles  and  Parables, 
4  vois.  8vo.  1755  and  1756. 

12.  The  Sinful  Chriftian  condemned  by  his 
own  Prayers,  from  Luke  xix.  22.  Preached  at 
Weftham,  and  St.  Glave’s  Hart  Street.  8vo. 

*75S- 

13.  The^  Nature  and  Neceffttv  of  Falling, 
being  the  Subfiance  of  Two  Sermons  preached 
at  Weftham  and  St.  Olave.  8vo.  1756. 

14.  The  Church  Catechifm  explained  after  a 
new  Method,  with  Proofs  from  Scripture  fub- 
joined  to  every  Article.  i2mo.  1756. 

15*  An  Earnefl  Addrefs  to  his  Parifhioners, 
by  a  Minifler  of  the  Churc^i  of  England,  con¬ 
cerning  the  NeccfTity,  Nature,  Means,  and  Marks 
of  true  Faith  in  Chrifl  Jefus.  Designed  prin* 
cipally  for  the  Poor.  i2mo.  1 756. 

16.  A  Word  of  Advice  to  Sureties  in  Bap- 
tifm:  being  a  fhort  Extradl  from  a  Sermon  on 
that  Subject,  nmo.  175b. 

17.  The  Chriftian  Sacrament  and  Sacrifice, 
extracted  from  Dr.  Brevint.  i2mo.  1756. 

38.  The  Sabbath  Day  well  lpent.  121110.  1756. 

1  he  laft  Five  are  fmall  Tracts  intended  for 
the  Poor. 

19.  Thoughts  on  the  Glorious  Epiphany  of 

the 


of  Dr.  Dodd. 


the  Lord  Jefus  Chrift.  A  Poetical  Effay.  4X0. 
*7  S8. 

20.  The  People’s  Duty  when  the  Hofl  is  gone 
forth  againfl  the  Enemy.  A  Sermon  8vo.  1758. 


21.  An  Account  of  the  Rile,  Progrefs,  &c. 
of  the  Magdalen  Charity.  8vo.  1759* 


22.  A  Sermon  preached  before  the  Governors 
of  the  Magdalen  Charity,  at  St.  Laurence’s 
Church  near  Guildhall,  26th  of  April  1759* 
410.  1759. 

23.  A  new  Edition  of  Bifhop  Hall’s  Con¬ 
templations,  &c.  2  vols,  121110.  1759* 


24.  Unity  recommended  in  a  Sermon  on 
Ephefians,  ch.  iv.  ver.  3.  preached  before  the 
Religious  Societies  in  and  about  London,  at  their 
Annual  Meeting  in  the  Parifh  Church  of  St, 
Mary  le  Bow,  on  Eaiter  Monday,  1759*  4t0# 
1759- 

25.  Ode  to  the  Marchionefs  of  Granby,  ^to* 
1 759- 

•  ;  Jr*  '•  f  S'  '  ^  >  "I  1  f  A  '  t 

26.  Preface  to  <c  Original  Letters  between  the 
Rev.  Mr.  John  Welley  and  Mr.  Richard 
Thompfon,  relpeCting  the  DoCtrine  of  Ahur- 

i(  ance  as  held  by  the  former,  wherein  that  Tenet 
is  fully  examined  ;  with  fome  Strictures  on 
“  Chriftian  Perfection.”  8vo.  1760. 

27.  The  Wifdom  and  Goodnefs  of  God  in 
the  Vegetable  Creation ;  a  Sermon  preached  at 
St,  Martin’s  Church,  Ludgate,  on  September  20, 
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1759,  before  the  Company  of  Apothecaries.  4to» 

1760. 


28.  The  Wifdom  and  Goodnefs  of  God  in 
the  Vegetable  Creation  farther  coniidered ;  in  a 
Second  Sermon  preached  at  the  Parifh  Church 
of  St.  Anne’s  Black  Fryars,  on  September,  18, 
1760,  before  the  Company  of  Apothecaries.  410. 
1760. 

29*  A  Sermon  preached  at  the  Chapel  of  the 
M  a  gd  ale  n  -  h  o  u  le  be  fo  r  e  his  Ro  y  al  Hi  gh  nefs  P  ri  nee 
Edward.  4to.  1760. 

30.  Conference  between  a  Myftic,  an  Hutchin- 
fonian,  a  Calvinift,  a  Methodift,  and  a  Member 
of  the  Church  of  England,  and  others  ;  wherein 
the  Tenets  of  each  are  freely  examined  and 

difeuffed.  8vo.  1761. 

\ 

31.  The  Wifdom  and  Goodnefs  of  God  in 
the  Vegetable  Creation  farther  coniidered;  in  a 
Third  Sermon,  preached  at  the  Parifh  Church 
of  St.  Anne’s  Black  Fryars,  on  October  2,  1761, 
before  the  Company  of  Apothecaries.  4to.  1761. 


32.  A  Sermon  preached  at  the  Anniverfary 
Meeting  of  the  Governors  of  the  Magdalen  Cha¬ 
rity,  March  13,  1762,  at  St.  George’s  Hanover 
Square,  4to.  1702. 


33.  A  Familiar  Explanation  of  the  Poetical 
Works  of  Milton  ;  to  which  is  prefixed  Mrv 
Add i foil’s  Criticifm  on  Paradife  Loll:,  with  a 
Preface.  121110.  1762. 

34.  Reflections  on  Death.  121110.  1763. 

35.  Youtl\ 
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35.  Youth  diffuaded  from  Vice,  in  a  DiD 
courie  preached  at  Weflham,  October  3°?  *7^3* 
8vo.  1763. 

36.  A  Letter  to  the  Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of 
Halifax  on  the  Peace.  8vo.  1763.— -In  this  lie 
was  a  111  fled  by  Bifhop  Squire. 

37.  The  Vifitor,  2  vols.  i2,mo.  1764. 

38.  Comfort  to  the  Afflifted  under  every  Dif- 
trels,  with  fuitable  Devotions.  8vo.  1764. 

29.  Mutual  Knowledge  in  a  Future  State; 
offered  as  an  Argument  of  Conlolation  under 
the  Lofs  of  Friends.  A  Sermon  preached  on 
Bifh op  Squire’s  Death.  8vo.  1766. 

40.  The  Truth  of  the  Chriftian  Religion  vin¬ 
dicated  from  the  Objedlions  oHJnbelievers,  par¬ 
ticularly  of  John  James  Rouffeau.  In  a  Series 
of  Differtations.  8vo.  -1766, 

,  41.  Mr.  Locke’s  Common  Place  Book  to  the 
Holy  B  lble,  a  new  Edition  with  Additions,  qto. 
1766. 

42.  Poems.  8vo.  1767. 

43.  The  Practice  of  Inoculation  recommend¬ 
ed  ;  in  a  Sermon  preached  at  St.  James’s,  Weft- 
minfter,  April,  9,  1767,  on  the  Anniverfary* 
Meetings  of  the  Governors  of  the  Small  Pox 
Hofpitals.  4to.  1767. 

44.  Popery  inconfiftent  with  the  Natural  Rights 
of  Men  in  general,  and  of  Englifhmen  in  par¬ 
ticular.  A  Sermon  preached  in  Charlotte-llreet 
Chapel.  8 vo.-  1768, 

45.  Ser_ 
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45.  Sermons  on  the  Duties  of  the  Great,  from 
the  French  of  M.  Maflilion  Bifhop  of  Cler¬ 
mont.  8vo.  1769. 

46.  A  Sermon  on  Zechariah,  v.  7.  preached 
in  Charlottee-Street  Chapel,  July  the  28th,  1769, 
before  the  Governors  of  the  Magdalen  Hofpital, 
on  laying  the  firft  Stone  of  their  new  Building 
in  St.  George’s  Fields,  Southwark.  4to.  1769. 

47.  A  Commentary  on  the  Holy  Bible,  3  vols. 
Folio.  1770.  This  Work  was  begun  in  1765. 

48.  Sermons  to  Young  Men,  3  vols.  i2mo. 
1771. 

49.  The  Prifoner  releafed,  a  Sermon  on  Mat¬ 
thew  xxv.  36.  preached  in  Charlottee-Street  and 
Bedford  Chapels,  for  the  Benefit  of  unfortunate 
Perfons  confined  for  fmall  Debts.  8vo.  1772. 

50.  The  F  requency  of  Capital  Punifhments 
inconfiftent  with  Juflice,  found  Policy,  and  Re¬ 
ligion.  8vo.  1772. 

51.  Companion  to  Infants  enforced  ;  in  a  Ser¬ 
mon  preached  on  Tuefday  the  27th  of  April, 
3773,  at  -St.  Martin’s  in  the  Fields,  before  tne 
Guardians  of  the  Difpenfary  for  the  Infant  Poor. 

4*o.  1773* 

52.  An  Oration  at  the  Dedication  of  Free 
Mafons  Flail.  4to.  1776. 

S3-  The  Convi&’s  Add  refs  to  his  Unhappy 
Brethren,  delivered  in  the  Chapel  of  Newgate, 
on  Friday,  June  6,  1777.  8vo.  1777. 

54.  Thoughts 
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54.  Thoughts  in  Prifon,  in  Five  Parts.  8vo. 

1 7  77* 

55.  Exhortations  and  Prayers  felefted  from 
Roilell’s  Prifoner’s  Dire  ft  or,  for  the  Inftruftion 
and  Comfort  of  Malefaftors  under  Imprifon- 
ment  for  Capital  Offences,  and  more  efpecially 
thofe  who  are  under  fentence  of  Death  ;  contain¬ 
ing  fui table  Directions  for  the  Improvement  of 
their  Minds  in  Prifon;  and  as  a  due  Preparation 
for  Death  and  a  Future  State  *  to  which  is  pre¬ 
fixed,  An  Exhortation  to  Convifted  Criminals. 
8vo.  1777. 

Fie  is  faid  to  have  written  a  Tragedy,  called 
The  Syracufan,  and  a  Comedy,  called  Sir  Roger 
de  Cover! y  ;  the  latter  of  which  was  in  the  Hands 
of  Mr.  Harris  when  the  Author  was  taken  into 
Cuftody.  Probably  the  Manufcripts  may  be  ftili 
in  being. 
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